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The Rag is a magazine produced by Revolutionary Anarcha-feminist Group 
(RAG), a publishing collective based in Dublin, Ireland. We are all feminists, 
united in our recognition that women’s subordination exists and needs to be 
fought against. Our struggle needs to be fought alongside the struggle against 
other forms of oppression and not treated as an afterthought or a distraction. 
We are all anarchists united in our belief in the need to create a new societ 
based on co-operation and mutual aid. We oppose the capitalist, pee 
racist society wherein the majority are Sn We come ee to create 
a publication to express the voice of women and trans” people, to challenge 
the status quo and to collectively explore and celebrate the alternatives. 


Welcome to the long awaited issue 6 of The Rag Magazine?! 


We have no amazing excuse for why it’s taken us 3 years to get this issue together, but we have 
written a little something to show you all what we’ve been up to in The RAG Year(s) on page 2. 


As you may or may not know, RAG is a Dublin-based anarcha-feminist collective. In this issue we 
tackle various topics such as sex education in Ireland, pregnancy, consent and sexual assault, 
race and identity, dealing with depression, travel adventures, abortion in Ireland, and high 
heeled shoes. This issue deals with a lot of triggering issues such as rape, depression, and eating 
disorders (articles starting on pages 19, 22,26, and 31 so please pay attention to warnings when 
reading). We are very excited about this issue; it’s full of good stuff we’ve been saving! 


It’s been an exciting time for feminism in Ireland. We’ve met loads of new amazing feminists and 
pro-choice activists. It’s been a thrill to see the emergence of the Abortion Rights Campaign, a 
professional, cohesive and dedicated Island-wide campaign set up to be in it for the long haul. 
The Irish Feminist Network are another group of young feminists we've seen emerge over the last 
few years. We attended one of their conferences, and although we were disappointed with the 
lack of awareness of class issues and economic struggles for women, there was some interesting 
discussion around pro-choice issues and an attempt to link the different generations of feminists. 
In Dublin there have been some fun women-only hangouts known as the ‘Ladies of Dublin Social 
Extravaganzas’ which have been great for getting to know like-minded women. A new group 
called The Queer Thing’ have taken up organising amazing queer events based mostly out of 
Seomra Spraoi Social Centre. They wrote a fantasic zine we picked up at the Dublin Anarchist 
Bookfair back in March. One of the articles in it inspired us to have a long discussion about our 
‘women and female-identified’ label and throw it out the window, so GO QUEER THING! Around 
the country other groups such as Feministas in Cork, Galway University Fem-Soc and Belfast 
Feminist Network have been raising awareness in their universities and their areas. Many of 
these, and other groups such as Galway Pro-Choice, have been actively campaigning with the 
Abortion Rights Campaign. The amazing women in Derry wrote a fab article about everything 
the Derry anarcha-feminists have been up for, but we took so long to produce this issue that 
it was all out of date. They are going to write us an updated version so keep your eyes on our 
blog http://ragdublin.blogspot.ie/ and we'll have that up as soon as possible. In the world of the 
internet, exciting facebook groups have been bringing feminists together to plan the smashing 
of patriarchy and everything else needing to be smashed. Lastly the very exciting Festival For 
Choice is coming up on the 15th of November so we hope to see you all there!! 


If you want copies of any of the other issues of The Rag, just send us an email to ragdublin@ 
gmail.com. Also please check out the now extinct issue #1 of our magazine which is available to 
download at http://www.scribd.com/doc/175452677/The-Rag-Issue-one 


We really hope you enjoy this issue, Send us an email and let us know what you think! 
Lots of Love, 
RAG 


Huge thanks need to go out to many people, In no particular order: 
Seomra Spraoi, The Workers Solidarity Movement (sorry for stealing your office without asking), 
Conor McCabe for doing a fascinating talk for us on Feminist Economics, Ursula Barry for 
agreeing to be interviewed for this issue, Anne Qy for organising the abortion Speak Out that lots 
of RAG members took part in, everyone involved in the Abortion Rights Campaign, Sarah Clarke 
and Julia in Derry and all the Derry Anarcha-feminists, Mark Grehan our amazing printer, Clare, 
Damo, and Stephie for last minute proof-reading, Sin é & Frank Ryans for hosting our fundraisers, 
Lee for giving us a much needed kick up the butt with their fantastic article kick up the butt, 
the bump for not turning into a baby until the magazine has been finished, and last but not least 
Michelle for her amazing artwork and the ever-fabulous Laura - LMNOP for her comic and cover! 
See more from Laura at http://artbylmnop.blogspot.ie/ 
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In eachyissue of he Rag we have had a section called 
The fag eat to update fascinated readers on what 
we've been up to for the year in between publications. 
This time, Calling it yearyis a bit fraudulent as it's 
actually been 3 years now Since the last issue. We have 
no real excuses but that is how life goes. Members of 
RAG have moved away, moved back, suffered losses, 
started studying, gotten jobs. New peoplé have joined 
with new ideas and-the group has undergone so many 
changes. We are 80 proud to have come together to 
produce this issue at last and hope it will have been 
wofthtthe wa). 12 14 14 1 


_ So what have we been up to? Well, wait ‘til you hear! 
We organised some’ fupdraisers: firstiy d series of 
‘Awkward teenage diaries’ events that were a laugh a 
minute, and (then a night’ of traditional tis music to 
fundraise for the Abortion Support Network. 


| RAG attended, took part in panels, and sold our 
merchandise at the Dublin Anarchist Bookfairs. We 
have been sorry to miss some London Bookfairs, but 
will make up for it this year! The most recent Anarchist 
Review, features an interview with RAG veterans Clare 
and Angela by Leticia, a more recent addition to the 
group. * 


Onejofjour proudest moments must have been seeing 

’our‘afticle printed in the revised Dark Star Anarcha- 

feminist anthology, Quiet Rumours. We worked 

collaboratively on the article which is called ‘Why 

Anarcha-Feminism?' and can also be found on our 

blog Hagduhlin. blogspot. ie). Get out there and get a 
copy of the anthology because it rocks! 


We recently revisited, our policy on being a “women 
andi female identified” ohly)groupy It was thanks to 
a kick up the ass from an amazing comrade that we 


anny 


in 2005ish.and had never revisited, the issue. After a 
ſong and interesting debate we came to the conclusion 
that the language and knowledge we had back then 
Was out of date and we needed to pull up our socks. 
\We-discussed various membership policies including 
opening to cis-men but finally decided on ‘women and 
trans“ as the closest we could come to expressing 
what we want for RAG. We also realised that we need 
cto keep fe- visiting this and our other policies to ensure 
Swekgep ben hd Ee Persations 
We have organised various talks and discussions over 
S the last fe, years W ok eh the group and through 
open events. We had a few open meetings and found 
some amazing new members this way. O 
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discussion on how to dealwith-sexism and harassment in 
the workplace. Another addressed fear during the recession. 
We also hosted a talk about feminist economics, which we 
hope to develop further and have had various discussions 
around consent and boundaries. RAG also took part in an 
Anti-Authoritarian assembly, which gathered together an 
arra of activist groups that talked about how we can more 
fully Support each other. * 


In July, of 2012 wéiheld an open discussion for Pro-CHoice 
groups. The event was organised in order for the various 
groups around the qountry to work together more fruitfully. 
7 Shortly afterwards, we held-an all day workshop for people | 

wanting to get involved in Pro-Choice campaigning that 


was hugely sucdessful With over 80 ‘attendees. From that 


“day; the Irish Choice Network Was born and*Some Serious 
campaigning began. The first, annual Maroh for Choice 
was held on September 290 to commemorate Global 
Decriminalization of Abortion Day. From there, we realised 
that an all-island campaign was needed, and so the Abortion 
Rights Campaign was born. It is the main group lobbying 
for change around the abortion issue in Ireland (where 
for those of you who aren't aware abortion is still illegal). 
Some RAG members have been instrumental in getting 
the campaign off the ground, and we_are all so proud of 
the work done across tife globeto 91219 safe, and legal 
abortion to Ireland. Last year saw the introduction of a bill 
allowing abortion under incredibly limited circumstances, 
only When the worhan's life is at risk. On the heels of the © 
second annual March for Choice, we're now looking to 
Repeal the 8" amendmentyto the irish constitution. 7 

We have also taken a more direct action approach of 

distributing womens stories of t itio ~ 5 ib Breal 0 

the stigma surrounding it. We have distributed printodts 
of stories on the streets, at mare 1715 d stree Stalls, We kd 

(more recently setlubyhel Syrer gens, 900 A 


allowing women to submit stories themselves which can be 
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~ 2013 also brought a return to RAG's involvment in the 


OTE Walking Jour. Despite thé bucketfuls of freezing 
i rain, 


out 80 peopl attended the walk. Afterwards, we 
warmed ourselves by the fire, drank some pints, ate some 
delicious vegan food, and listened to some amazing trad 
music, all provided by our amazing supporters. 


Although we haven't put out an issue of the Rag since 2010, 
this recap doesn't come close to painting a full picture 


of what RAG has kig to si S her remained 
an active and evolvi dup. FA df II Well continue to 


change and grow. While we're not promising to get back 


on track doing yearly Jazines,, we'll all be iii fighting — 
| ; cap lish and sabiarchye aban 80 j i S 


s. Love, RAG 
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the 1861 Offences Against The 

Person Act revised an earlier act of 
1828 that made raping, assaulting, 

and killing a crime. They specifically 
include obtaining of, helping 
“someone to “procure a miscarriage” 
as an offence, no matter what the 
reason. 


Since Ireland was part of the United 
‘Kingdom then, this law from 1861 
“was actually a British law. (Quick 
history lesson: There was then a 
War of Independence from 1919- 
1921, and the Irish Free State was 
created, followed. by the creation 
of the Republic of Ireland in 1949. 
Northern Ireland is still part of the 
UK.) While the UK has repealed the 
Offences Against the Person Act of 
41861, (abortion is legal in England, 
Scotland, and Wales up to 24 weeks, 
Wsee the UK Abortion Act. 1967), 
the legislation still on the books, in 
lreland, both north and south. 


gln 1983, abortion just wasn’t illegal 
“enough for Irish) politicians and 
‘the powerful religious | hierarchy, 
probably because it was becoming 
legal elsewhere, so they decided to 
amend the Irish Constitution so that 
dit would never become legal in the 
b future. “There won't be any Roe v. 
“Wade nonsense in our country!” they 
said, And so the Eighth Amendment to 
the Irish Constitution (article 40.3.3) 
was passed by a referendum. This 
f meant that it was. also illegal for a 
Woman to travel to another country 
“for an abortion. It was even against 
the law to tell a pregnant woman 
in Ireland where she could seek an 
_abortion in another country. The right 
“to life of a woman, became equal to 
that of a foetus. 


Also in 1983, a woman named 
Sheila Hodgers was refused cancer 

treatment, even painkillers, because 

she was pregnant: Despite repeated 

requests for an abortion, she was 
X W Sp ag 


ee 


Tice Upon a fime... Geer died two days later. 


Én 1992, the anti-choicers tried to 


that women could travel. for 
abortions, and the latter finally 
made it legal to provide information 
> on abortion in other countries.” 
e 


refused. She went into premature 
labour; the baby died immediately. 


1992 saw the horrific Attorn 
General vs. X case in which the 2002 saw another attempt to exclude 
Supreme Court decided that a suicide in q referendum and increase 
pregnant woman could have an penalties for helping a woman get 
abortion to save her life, including an abortion. Thankfully, this failed. 


from suicide. But that didn’t mak Je 
abortion in any way available” A woman, “D”, with twins in 20017 ~~ 


here for women. No guidelines learned that one of the foetuses had 
were created. Abortion training for died in the womb and the other 


{doctors was not implemented. And had Edwards Syndrome, which is 


so in reality the ruling was kind of almost always fatal. She travelled to}, 
null. % another country for an abortion, on 
in 2006 filed a case against Ireland” 
with the European Court of Human 


Rights. It was dismissed because she 
mendment didn’t restrict abortion 


didn’t take it to the Irish High Court 
enough. “What kind of malarkey 


first. “ 
is suicide?” they said! “Anyone 
2005-2010: A, B, C vs. Ireland: 


can say they're suicidal! That's not 
a real threat to a Woman's life!” Three women brought a case to the 
European Court of Human Rights. 
There’s q lot of legal mumbo jumbo 
that | won't go into, but here's he 
gist: A, B, and C were three women 
who had travelled out of Ireland fo 
abortions. Each of them suffered 
from complications afterwards and 


But the X case ruling really scared anti- 
choicers into thinking thateven the 8th 


get more Constitutional amendment 
to exclude suicide as a threat t 
a Woman's life by putting it out to 
vote in a referendum. The people of 
Ireland voted that suicide should not 


be excluded. 


in Ireland. Most of their claims 
Also in 1992; the 13th and 14h? were dismissed. But the EU Court of 
Amendments to the Irish Constitution Human Rights found that Ireland had 
passed. The former decreed violated. the European Convention 
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were 


= getting one. 
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In expert group" was charged & 


fr appalling campaign spurred a ot people to whom it applies. 
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in November 2012. ft was defeated 
in the Dáil (the Irish Parliament), 1009 


to 27. 


on Human Rights by not putting : 
anything in place where a woman 
who qualifies within the bounds of 
Irish law for a legal abortion can 
gactually get one or even go about in November 2012, the “expert” 
roup’s recommendations on how to 
implement the EU judgement in the 
ou'd think that the ruling would A, B, C case were published. They 
have spurred the government into outlined four options: 1. Non-statutory 
action to legislate on abortion in the guidelines, 2. Statutory guidelines, 


D Supreme Court decision in 1992, but “regulations with the pros and cons 
nope. 


' (Sop of the mother’s life as per the 3. legislation, 4. Legislation plus 


of each. 


Then in 2007, Miss D, a 17-year- An inquest of Ms. Halappanavar's 
old-girl whose foetus suffered from death was held in Galway in April 
fanencephaly (missing part of the 2013, when it was decided that she 


D brain, skull, scalp) wasn’t allowed “died from "medical misadventure." 


by the Health Service Executive to 
travel for an abortion. It went to the In July 2013, twenty-one years 
high court, and she won the right fo after the Irish government should 
travel. have brought in guidelines and a 
f: gal framework to legislate for the 
case Supreme Court decision, 
the Protection of Life Bill During 
Pregnancy Act was passed. 3 


by the Irish government in January 
2012 to make recommendations on 
"how to implement the judgement" 
in the A, B, C vs. Ireland case from So we should be happy? Wrong. 
2010. The 14 men and women were gets look at the Act. Anti- choice 
“general practitioners, psychiatrists, “people think it’s terrible because 
solicitors, Ob/ Gyns, and. other it would supposedly “open they 
medical personnel. floodgates” of abortion, while pro- 
choice people think it’s terrible 
In June 2012, an Irish group (heavily because it criminalises abortion in 
funded from the US) named “Youth filreland even more than the 1861 
Defence“ started a billboard, poster, “Offences Against the Person Act did. 
and flyer campaign “Abortion The 2013 Act mabes it so difficul 
tears her life apart,” claiming that to obtain a legal abortion, it won’ 
“there’s always a better answer.” make a difference to a great number 


hole new generation of pro-choice 
people to action. If you're ill, say from cancer, and 
being pregnant prevents you from 
In October 2012, Savita getting treatment, and therefore 
Halappanavar, an Indian woman could lead to your death, you may 
living in Ireland began to miscarry have a legal abortion. But only if 
in a Galway hospital. Due to another doctor say it’s ok. 
‘complications, she repeatedly asked 
for a termination and was refused. 
By way of explanation, one of the 
midwives told her that Ireland is 
fa Catholic country, therefore her 
pregnancy could not be terminated 7 you are about to die from..“self- 
“while the heartbeat was still present. destruction” i.e. suicide, you will 
She died a few days later from first need to attain permission f 
septicemia and organ failure. In an Obstetrician/Gynaecologist and 
response, TD Clare Daly proposed TWO psychiatrists. If one of those 
bill called the:“Medical Treatment Gr people doesn’t. think you're 
(Termination of Pregnancy in Case of “suicidal enough, have no fear, you 
Risk to Life of Pregnant Woman) Bill“ soon will be. Because to appeal aN 
ge ot oS 


If you’re about to die and it’s timed 
sensitive, one doctor can make the 
call. 


Ea . e h 
decision, you have to be evaluated by» 
another Obstetrician/Gynaecologist. 
and two more psychiatrists. We 
hope we don’t need to point out 
how inhumane and impossible this 
process is. 


If you're found guilty of having 
obtained the abortion pill yoursel 
(it can be ordered on-line), and 
having, taken it in Ireland, you will 
face 14 years in prison. Think that’s 
depressing? Get this: The average} 
rape sentence in Ireland is 57 

years. So if you are raped and get) 
the abortion pill illegally, you could 
spend twice as long in jail as your 
rapist. 


Let’s say a woman took the abortion 
pill and she’s having complications.” 
She’s bleeding or she has_ signs 
of infection. But she's scared of 
being sent to jail for terminating, 
her pregnancy. So she doesn’t seek \ om 
medical attention, or she lies f 
them. That woman may not receive 
the proper treatment. You can see 
how this 2013 Act that’s supposed to 
protect life actually has the potential 

to do a lot of harm to women's 
health. 


But great news, ladies! We can still 
travel! Well, not those of us who 
can't afford it. Or who are asylum 
seekers who can’t leave the country. 4 
Or undocumented citizens who? ~~ 
can’t leave. Or women in abusive 
relationships who are under the 
control of their partners. Or women 


who have no one to look after thei 
3 children. 72 


Phe Eno??? 


Hell no! Our struggle for reproductiv 

rights, for our right to health ond 
right to bodily autonomy continues. 

If you’d like to get updates, get 
involved or to donate to the Abortion 
Rights Campaign, go to 
www.abortionrights.ie. 


The image featured is from a” 
postcard campaign in early 2013 to 
encourage the Irish Government to 
legislate for the X-case. 


Abortion Rights in Spain and Ireland: 
a Continuous Struggle 


Unlike most of my Irish feminist friends, pro-choice politics 
were never an important issue I felt women struggled with. 
Don’t get me wrong, I was openly pro choice in the sense 
I always believed women should not be forced to have 
an unwanted pregnancy and that they should not have to 
travel or pay for an abortion, but I always felt it was an 
issue dealt with in the past, so it didn’t worry me. When I 
started to have sex , in the late 90s, I knew abortion was 
accessible for me in Spain and I never had to worry about 
facing an unwanted child in my life. 


Since I was a kid I always knew I was an “accident”. My 
mother was 15 years old when she got pregnant. I always 
remember her telling people how shocking and terrible it 
was for her to realise she was pregnant just after the first 
time she ever had sex and how she tried to take aspirins to 
provoke a miscarriage. Then she would add, “Do not ever 
have kids, it is stupid. I love you and your sisters so much 
but if I could go back, I would’t have any children”. My 
mum and I always had a very close, loving and affectionate 
relationship but it never occurred to me to ask why she did 
not have an abortion in the first place. 


My mother got pregnant in 1981, only 6 years after the 
death of Franco. Before that, Spain lived under a strict 
Catholic conservative fascist dictatorship for 40 years. In 
1982, the year I was born, the Partido Socialista Obrero 
Spañol (PSOE) came into power and 3 years later abortion 
was legislated. 


I heard stories of people who had traveled in the 1970s 
to London to have an abortion. I always assumed those 
women were very rich and came from an upper class 
background who could afford a trip to London, so those 
stories didn’t interest me. 


While I was in Spain I had my first abortion. I usually 
don’t talk about it because I find it insignificant in my life. I 
remember it as simple as finding out I was pregnant. Ves, it 
was dramatic, but I was a Spanish teenager so my life was 
a drama anyway. My mum booked an appointment, we 


he 13 Roses. Read more about them in RAG Recommends 


by Leticia 


k pd 14 . 


Madrid, 1934. 


went to the clinic and were back home after 2 hours. It was 
easier than having the flu for me. Sometimes I forget I had 
it. Everyone around me was very supportive. It felt natural 
in all senses: my family, friends, medical staff, my mum's 
friends. It was a simple procedure that it didn’t affect my 
life. 


It was not until I moved to Ireland that I learned about 
pro-choice politics. I learned about the hypocrisy of this 
country pretending Ireland is a place without the need 
for abortion, when in reality women had to travel abroad, 
lonely and scared and stay in an unfamiliar place. I learned 
about the stigma those women had to face and how taboo 
abortion is in Ireland. I learned about the 8th amendment, 
Youth Defence, “the unborn child”, the X case, 12 women 
traveling every day. Those things made me angry, and I 
was shocked how I never linked something as basic as 
women’s bodily autonomy with feminism. I remember 
talking to Spanish friends about stories related to abortion 
in Ireland and they were all horrified and shocked about 
the situation in this country. We were not aware then how 
quickly things can change and that we can never take 
things for granted. 


In Summer 2012, Youth Defence created a huge campaign 
all around the country. A lot of us were very furious and 
got together to try to organise and do something about 
it. During this new surge in the pro-choice movement, I 
became pregnant. I became pregnant and I wanted to have 
an abortion. I became pregnant and everything around 
me was related to abortion. It was very hard for me to not 
tell everyone about what I was going through. I think I 
shared too much with people I didn’t know that well. I 
was shocked, yes, but I also was surrounded by amazing 
women who understood perfectly what I was going trough. 
Still, it was hard. I was too broke to go to Spain or to the 
U.K. I was already in too much debt to ask a friend for a 
loan. I was lucky to be involved in pro-choice activism to 
know about Women on Web, so I ordered the abortion pills 
from the Internet through my friend from Belfast. I had an 
abortion the day after the March for Choice 2012. I did it 


Madrid feminist p rotest, 19708 


at home, scared, in pain and feeling very lost and confused 
about what was happening. I wouldn't recommend it to a 
serious hypochondriac like me. 


Weeks after, I traveled to the London Anarchist Bookfair 
to work at the Workers Solidarity Movement stall. There 
were two ladies sitting in the stall next to me. Eventually 
I started to chat with one of them. Her name was Anne 
Rossister and she mentioned she was involved with the 
Irish Abortion Support Network. The first thing I told her 
was that I recently had an abortion. She took my hand, 
looked at me and told me: “Why did you not contact me? 
You could had stayed at my house and we could have gone 
trough this together. I would have paid for you. We always 
find a way to raise money”. I started crying and I realized 
then that I was chatting with an absolute living hero. 


She gave me her book, Ireland’s Hidden Diaspora, and 
we spent all day chatting away. This was the first time I 
heard about the the Spanish Women’s Abortion Support 
Group (SWAS), the sister organization of Irish Women’s 
Abortion Support Group (IWASG). TWASG and SWASG 
started in the 1980s, where a brave group of women came 
together in sisterhood to offer any kind of help and finding 
their own ways. Those women, during more than 20 
years, provided accommodation, information, money, and 
transport to women arriving in the capital for abortions in 
a voluntary basis and with no funding. 


Blanca Fernandez, who was involved in 1987, defines 
those networks as the main idea of grassroots politics. They 
would help with anything: taking women to the clinic, 
making posters and banners, meetings and conferences 
and fundraisers. They would offer their own homes and it 
was a moving sense of solidarity among each other. 


For Spanish women traveling to London was really hard. 
Unlike the Irish women, most of them did not speak English 
so they couldn’t understand the medical staff. The Spanish 
Abortion Support network helped to translate and explain 
the procedures in Spanish. But lack of English language 
was not the only barrier. Isabel Ros mentioned in Anne’s 
book how she often had to ask women to speak up on the 
phone, but they wouldn’t. They were whispering because 
they were terrified of being overheard. 


Spain’s conservative right wing party, Partido Popular, 
is taking the opportunity of being in power at a time 
of economic and financial crisis to suppress women’s 
reproductive rights, putting the clock back nearly 30 years, 
to when abortion was first decriminalised. It was very 
restrictive compared to many other European countries at 
the time, but a major breakthrough for women in Spain. 
Since 1985, (my mum could not choose to have an abortion 
4 years before, in 1981) abortion was legal under 3 major 
conditions: to preserve the physical and mental health of 
the mother; if the pregnancy was a result of rape or incest, 
or if the foetus was likely to suffer mental or physical 
abnormalities at birth. 


Since 2010, abortion was mainly on demand, safe, and free. 
However, this government wants to reform the abortion 
law and is using Ireland as a model to follow their plans. 
If the government gets its way, Spain will join Ireland 
to become the only two major European countries that 
prohibit abortion where the foetus is malformed. 


Our situation in both Spain and Ireland is depressing. The 
more that abortion is restricted, the more desperate women 
will seek unsafe, backstreet abortions, putting themselves 
at great risk, especially in this big economic crisis that 
affects the most disadvantaged women who cannot afford 
to travel, or migrants who are not allowed to leave their 
country of residence. But the work that those amazing 
women did is too solid and impossible to break. Those 
women were sick of being scared. Those women are an 
inspiration for the new generation of pro-choice activists 
who are not afraid. 


Both in Ireland and Spain, pro-choice activism is as big 
as ever. We do not want anybody to have to whisper on 
the phone to have an abortion in another country. We want 
to have all the choices available in our countries. I wish 
we could build this sisterhood between Irish and Spanish 
women again . Women still need our support, and together 
we can send a powerful message. I will never forget those 
women, the ones who, like my mother, had to face an 
unwanted pregnancy because they couldn’t afford to travel 
— the ones who travelled and the ones who helped them. 


They were all so brave. Cowards do not make history. 


. 


ecent protests. The banner reads, “Abortion is not a crime. 
i ode.” 


Abortion out of the criminal c 


A COMIC BY 
LMNOP 


VO," 


S 


DSS TuS STT 


. 
FORTHE PEOPLE 


10 


An Interview with Ursula Barry: 


activist, scholar, 


Ursula Barry is a Senior Lecturer and Deputy Head 
of School of Social Justice at the University College 
of Dublin. She specialises in social economics with a 
particular focus on gender, equality and public policy in 
Ireland. But she also has a background of activism from 
her earliest days at Trinity College in the late 1960s. To 
list her accomplishments would take an entire page. RAG 
wanted to talk about the early days of Irish Women United 
(IWC) and Banshee magazine (first published in Autumn 
1975), which was featured in The Rag, issue #5. IWU 
took part in several campaigns such as the Contraception 
Action Campaign which led to the Family Planning Act 
of 1978. However, IWU fell apart prior to that, in 1977, 
and production of the magazine stopped. It was difficult 
to decide what to include here because she said so many 
interesting things. Her book, “Where Are We Now? 
New Feminist Perspectives on Women in Contemporary 
Ireland” (2008) is published by New Island Books. 


RAG: A group called Irish Women’s Liberation 
Movement (IWLM) existed before Irish Women United 
(WU). Was the [WU kind of a split off, and at what 
point did you join in? 

Ursula: Well, I suppose I had very brief involvement with 
the IWLM mainly because I was a generation down. I was 
about ten years down. So for example when they launched 
the contraception train, when they were bringing condoms 
and spermacide from Northern Ireland and challenging the 
police to arrest them and all the rest of it, I was part of 
the welcoming group when they came back because I had 
only gone to one or two meetings, and I was just kind of 
listening and trying to make sense out of everything. 


I began to get more involved when I went to Trinity College 
in 1971, three years after the big student risings across 
Europe. And from that point of view, the Irish Women’s 
Liberation Movement was something I attended rather 
than took part in organising. But they finished up really 
maybe about 1972 or 1973. So there were a couple of years 
between that and when Irish Women United was founded. 


RAG: So there was kind of a void. 

Ursula: Yeah. Now at the same time, there were so many 
things happening. There was the civil rights movement in 
Northern Ireland, and in January 1972 just after I started 
at Trinity, Bloody Sunday happened. So there was a huge 
mobilisation of all kinds of people: students and everybody 
else. And I was there when the British Embassy was burned 
down, that night after Bloody Sunday. I went up to the 
demonstrations in the North after that. There was so much 
going on around the North. There was the Dublin Housing 
Action Committee, which some of the IWLM had been 
very involved in; there was a kind of cross-over. So there 
was a huge thing about the tenements in Dublin. They 
were evacuating all of the tenements and basically settling 
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them out in what is now Tallaght and Clondalkin, and all 
out there. So there was a huge housing action committee. 
And also there was a lot of different things going on, such 
as the bid to legalise contraception brought in by Mary 
Robinson, who was a Senator at the time, so there was a 
bit of organisation around that. I think that for the [WLM 
at the beginning they were a set of like-minded women — 
a lot of journalists and others, altogether, and they were 
meeting just as a group. They produced a booklet, or a 
journal, just a once off called, “Chains or Change.” That 
was the first real statement of what the demands were 
going to be of the IWLM. And then what happened was 
there was a television programme, a Late Late Show on the 
IWLM, and on that television programme they announced 
that they were going to have a general, big, open meeting 
in the mansion house on Dawson Street. And they did that. 
And there was a huge volume of people that turned up to 
that, and it was really exciting. But then they started trying 
to set up kind of regional groups from different parts of the 
country because everyone that came to the Mansion House 
was looking for a follow-up. They found it really difficult 
because they had just worked as a collective, discussing 
things, and producing this statement or position, and 
suddenly they were trying to work out how to deal with 
a national organisation with membership and all that kind 
of thing. 


RAG: That sounds so familiar. It’s exactly what the 
Abortion Rights Campaign is doing right now. 

Ursula: That transition is really difficult, because it’s a 
very different thing to work as a collective, where you 
know what your aims and objectives are, and you can plan 
what your strategy is and what demonstration you’re going 
to call. But then if people want to get involved, and it’s 


the numbers, and how do you manage it? And in a way I 
think the IWLM just didn’t survive that at that time. But 
that didn’t mean that there wasn’t still meetings and events 
and activities where the core group would meet up. So 
I suppose there was that kind of hiatus before [WU was 
founded. In some ways, it was a similar situation, although 
the difference to IWLM was they were a collective of 
individuals, whereas when it came to setting up of [WU, 
there was left wing organisations and a lot of individual 
feminists who became part of it. So there was the Socialist 
Workers movement, there was the Revolutionary Marxist 
group, there was Revolutionary Struggle, which I was 
involved with for a while, and there was this kind of tension 
from the very beginning between socialist feminists that had 
an organised platform and set of demands, then individual 
women who weren’t used to being in a situation where 
there was kind of conflict going on between different left 
wing organisations. From the very beginning it was like 
that. And that hadn’t been the case with the WLM: there 
wasn’t really an involvement of left wing organisations at 
that time. But that was there at the very beginning with 
IWU, and had to be managed constantly. 


RAG: And was there a mix of ages and socioeconomic 
backgrounds, or was it mainly professional people 
getting together? 

Ursula: There would have been more of a spread of ages 
and different backgrounds in IWU, compared to the 
IWLM whose core group consisted of about ten to twelve 
journalists. There wasn’t anything like that in IWV. 
There was a lot of just individual women who were of 
different ages and different backgrounds. The left wing 
organisations brought a spread of ages as well. So from 
that point of view, [WU was quite different. So class issues 
were debated from the very beginning in IWU. Then there 
was a huge tension between socialist feminists and more 
republican feminists as well that were involved. A lot of 
times individual women who were part of the organisation 
kind of felt like these arguments between different left 
wing organisations created difficulties in the organisation. 
That was an issue, however, it still operated through a 
general meeting every Sunday afternoon with whatever 
was on the agenda, whether it was about equal pay or about 
contraception. A general meeting organised activities. 
There wasn’t a Chair or a Secretary; there was nothing like 
that. To an extent there was a record of decisions, but there 
was no really formal process happening. 


Irish Women United occupying the Federated Union of 
Employers Building 


RAG: So how did things get done? How did things get 
decided? Who chaired meetings and all that kind of 
logistical stuff? 

Ursula: We rotated chairs, and agreed a week in advance 
of what theme would be looked at the following week. 
The theme could be something about reproductive rights, 
or something about abortion, or it could be about different 
aspects of patriarchy, and all that. We would always have a 
theme for discussion, and then a strategy meeting. Basically 
people volunteered for projects during the meeting. Like, I 
can do that, I can do that, you know? There was a lot of self- 
management at that time. But there was huge enthusiasm, 
so when people said I want to do that, they did it. They 
didn’t not show up! There was lots of enthusiasm in that 
stage. And there was a lot of direct action. So whether it 
was invading the 40-foot, the men-only bathing place, or 
whether it was taking over the office of the Federation of 
Employers, or whether it was stalls selling contraceptives, 
again like the stalls, we would go to different areas. 
Because of the involvement of left-wing organisations, 
working class areas would be targeted. We’d set up a stall 
in Ballymun, for example, and sell contraception that we 
had brought down from Northern Ireland. And there was 
the Contraception Action Programme. In a way, some 
campaigns, like around contraception, they developed 
a kind of core group of people who were particularly 
involved in that. And then Banshee established its own 
collective because getting a magazine together required a 
much tighter system, but again it was a collective editorial; 
it wasn’t specifically a hierarchy, there wasn’t a convener 
or anything like that. It was a set of people who formed a 
collective and divided up responsibilities between them. In 
terms of trying to get subscriptions, between managing the 
different articles, and different sections of the magazine 
would be managed by different people. Roles were just 
broken down within the collective. [WU really didn’t try 
to set up a Cork, Galway, Waterford base. Partly because 
they’d learned from IWLM that they couldn’t do it from 
the outside. It had to either arise organically or not. 


But there’s one story I was thinking of this morning when 
I was thinking about the contraception action campaign. 
Myself and a couple of others were pretty involved in that 
side of things. So we were doing these distribution stalls 
and all the rest of it, and then were trying to get invited by 
women’s groups. There were a lot of women’s groups in 
working class areas that were involved. They would meet 
every week and sometimes they would invite a speaker 
or organise courses, that kind of thing. Community-based 
groups. So we were trying to hook up with them. So we 
got invited to this group in Ballymun on the night of their 
meeting, around contraception. And we had got from the 
Irish Family Planning Services samples of all the different 
kinds of contraceptives. We planned to talk about all the 
different kinds of contraception, like an information thing. 
(laughing) So we were doing that, and we had a cap, and 
a coil, and a pill, and we'd go through all these things 
with, you know, diagrams of the women’s reproductive 
system. First of all, we hadn’t got a clue. But at one stage, 
we were talking about condoms, and Pauline, who was 
with me at that time, took from our sample box to show 
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the women how a condom worked. And she was trying to 
unravel it, and one of the working class women who was 
there said, “Um, that’s not a condom. That’s the cap.” So 
here’s Pauline with this rubber cap, trying to demonstrate 
it. I suppose we were operating under the assumption that 
we were coming in with the knowledge and information, 
(laughs) and the whole thing collapsed in laughter anyway. 
We formed a good relationship with that group over time, 
but it was absolutely mental that we were going around 
pretending that we knew what we were doing, really. 


RAG: Getting back to the direct actions that you guys 
used to do, you wrote in your essay, “Movement, Change 
and Reaction: The Struggle Over Reproductive Rights 
in Ireland,” (for the 1992 book, Abortion Papers) that 
there was an irreverence in the early days. I feel like 
that irreverence has dissipated quite a bit since then. 
Why do you think that is? 

Ursula: I’m not sure, actually! It was a very different 
time, the seventies, and it was all new to people. It was 
like, we’re all doing this for the first time. Learning was 
exchanged between, say, the Civil Rights Movement both 
in Northern Ireland and in America and other places — that 
whole philosophy of direct action. For example in Northern 
Ireland people were refusing to pay the rent on their houses, 
or the street protests, sitting, blocking streets — all that kind 
of direct action seemed as if it was new, although if you 
look back to the suffragettes, they were involved in direct 
action of all kinds. It was only gradually through people 
writing for Banshee and our general meeting when we 
were discussing themes that we were really rediscovering 
a history. We were operating upon the basis as if we made 
this all up from the very beginning, not even realising. 


I don’t know about the irreverence. We would go into pubs 
because they wouldn’t serve pints to women, and we had 
this strategy that we’d go in and order hot whiskeys. And 
then we'd order the pints. When they wouldn't give us the 
pints, we wouldn’t pay for the hot whiskeys. They couldn’t 
put the whiskey back in the bottle, so they’d lose money. 
And we’d go from pub to pub, just doing that same thing. 
It caught on, and then the media covered it, and other 
publicans would find out about it, then they knew. We 
didn’t have a self-consciousness of what we were doing; it 
was just like this is wrong and we’re going to tackle it in 
whatever way. We’re not going to respect that space and 
we’re going to invade it. We're going to swim the 40 foot, 
we’re going to take over Fitzwilliam Tennis Club because 
they didn’t allow women members. We were conscious that 
that kind of direct action could get a lot of media coverage, 
so maybe there was a link back to that and the WLM: the 
importance of getting media coverage. A small group could 
suddenly look like they were quite powerful. When we 
took over the office of the Federated Union of Employers 
because they were refusing to pay out on the Equal Pay 
Directive, even though it was a directive that had come 
from Europe, it was just so easy to get into the building and 
take over the boardroom. Today, communication would be 
shut down. At that time, they were experienced in dealing 
with protests like that. So we would be on their phone, and 
12 we'd be able to take over a building like that without much 


hassle. And also, the police at that time, when they were 
called over for something like that, they didn’t treat people 
roughly, which is so different now. Any demonstration 
that takes over a building or blocks roads is treated very 
aggressively these days. It’s very different. 


RAG: There seems to be more fear now. The irreverence 
and fearlessness seems to lend itself to other things 
like humour, which is a strong element of Banshee 
magazine. It’s very funny! 

Ursula: We spent a lot of time together socialising, in the 
pubs or whatever. There was a spillover between political 
organising and socialising, so from that point of view I 
suppose it was really intense on one level, but not serious. It 
was intense, like, we can change the world kind of feeling. 
We believed that we could seriously effect change, and that 
was the atmosphere of the time. So ‘76, ‘78 was the high 
point really of IWV, but then when you turn the corner into 
the 80s, everything changes. And ] still think that the build 
up to the anti-abortion amendment — the campaign started 
in ‘81 really — and then the whole pro-life organisation 
started up. There was a very big anti-amendment campaign 
that was organised in a much more formal way. You had 
Dublin 4, 6, 8, various constituencies but the right wing 
organisations were really organised; they became very 
powerful and very intimidating so that you suddenly saw 
issues of demands for change no longer generally being 
portrayed positively or as legitimate in the media. You had 
the anti-abortion movement, really strong, and women’s 
organisations on the other side, creating a big divide there. 
The media was split, but predominately anti-abortion. That 
was a very different situation to be organising in. And it was 
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massively divisive, hugely negative campaigning by the 
anti-abortion people, and it was a horrible atmosphere. Of 
course the amendment was passed in September 1983. The 
fact that we got 30% of the vote at that time was actually 
quite an achievement given the scope of the anti-abortion 
culture in Ireland. The right had still won, however. 


And it was a huge downer. There was a recession, and 
mass emigration going on. There was a referendum on 
divorce that was lost. The 80s was not a good space, 
and so I think people retreated more into their personal 
lives. The networks of people continued to exist because 
of friendships, but the core of militancy and organisation 
really fell apart until the X case, which is a long time 
(1992). 


RAG: What was your 


from the late 60s/early 70s, campaigns and organisations 
around reproductive rights have been ongoing, we’re into 
our fifth decade, and that’s just the second wave. And it 
gets exhausting for people as well. 


RAG: In a really short amount of time! 
Ursula: Yeah! And also it could demand a lot of resources. 
The campaigns to defend clinics, and trying to get finances 
for that, legally, or the case that was brought against the 
USI by the Society for the Protection of Unborn Children 
and again you have all those legal costs. And then you have 
the Abortion Support Network, and it’s very demanding 
because it’s not just hit the streets but there’s a lot of 
service provision as well, which takes a lot of energy. 
And then there’s high points, like the abortion boat that 
we took, which was inspired by the contraception train 
from Belfast. We were 


favourite feature in the 
magazine? 

Ursula: There was a lot of 
debate generated by Margaret 
Mead when she came over 
about gender roles. She has 
done ethnographic studies 
on gender roles in different 
tribes. There was a lot of 
debate around the question of 
whether there are biologically 
determined gender roles. 
In the 70s that was all 
being argued out, in a way: 
Are gender roles naturally 
different and distinct because 
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taking the abortion 
boat to England and 
bringing back abortion 
information, which 
Was at that stage 
illegal, and distributing 
it, challenging to be 
arrested. So we were 
kind of paralleling one 
kind of direct action 
with another. But that 
Was 1992, and the 
contraception train was 
1972, so that was 20 
years between one and 
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of our biology? I think a lot 

of those arguments and the 

spreads that were done around those issues created a lot 
of debate. And on one hand there was the argument that 
women are naturally caring, etc. and on the other hand we 
refused to accept prescribed gender roles. Even amongst 
the socialist feminists and the radical feminists there was 
tension around whether women should be accessing paid 
employment vs. wages for housework. That was a big 
point of difference, whether wages for housework was the 
way to go or whether it was paid employment with access 
to service and subsidised child care. 


RAG: Do you think the constant series of defeats has 
affected momentum? 

Ursula: It’s been incredibly difficult to keep momentum 
between crisis points such as the X case, the C case, Savita 
Halappanavar. You get this huge increase in activity and 
then people trying to maintain momentum. Over the years 
I’ve been involved in organisations specifically trying to 
do that: Alliance for Choice, Safe and Legal Abortion, etc. 
Trying to keep a thread, and it’s very difficult. Trying to 
keep a sense of urgency highlighted through individual 
cases, and that’s been the dynamic all of the time that 
moves thing. Because of the right to travel, it’s only those 
individual cases that have brought the pressure point to 
an increased level that has generated activity for a stretch 
of time. It’s incredibly difficult! And it’s over a stretch of 
so many god damned years as well! When you think that 


the other. 


RAG: Do you think 

burnout was a factor in the breakdown of Irish Women 
United? 
Ursula: I do. I think it’s very hard to avoid burnout. And 
sometimes the problem is that an organisation runs down 
and nobody ever says, “Irish Women United is at an 
end”; it kind of falls apart. Or the Contraception Action 
Programme, or whatever, and nobody ever wants to say 
this organisation has run its course; that never seems to 
happen. In a way, there’s often a little denial going on that 
actually things aren’t working like they were working, say 
two years ago or whatever, and you get a core group of 
people keeping it going, and then they get burned out. 


RAG: I guess there’s no magic answer for how to avoid 
that. Or do you think, in hindsight, that there is? 
Ursula: I think there needs to be more reflection and 
discussion during times of high levels of action because 
just trying to maintain the action is just too difficult on 
its own. The Abortion Symposium is producing the 2013 
Abortion Papers, which we're working on, but I think 
there’s a desire to have discussion as well, to think and talk. 
Sometimes we don’t combine different forms enough. We 
just try to relentlessly go on when there’s an opportunity 
for activism around, for example, an individual case. We 
try to keep that momentum up, and it’s hard. 


A full version of the interview is available to read on our g 
blog, http:// ragdublin. blogspot. ie / 


Trying to assert myself in 
any way about my choices, 
| have been made to feel 


The Politics of Pregnancy 


Since becoming pregnant | have 
been thinking a lot about the wording 
of the 8" amendment to the Irish 
Constitution, which says,“The State 
acknowledges the right to life of 
the unborn and, with due regard to 
the equal right to life of the mother, 
guarantees in its laws to respect, 
and, as far as practicable, by its laws 
to defend and vindicate that right.” 
This amendment was added to the 
constitution 30 years ago this month. 
In part it’s the ‘due regard to the 
equal right to life’ that gets to me. It 
sounds like a bit of an afterthought. 
| mean, has my life only been equal 
to the life of the baby lm growing 
inside me since | became pregnant? 


Now that I’m in my last trimester, 
my baby is viable outside me on 
it’s own. In theory, if anything went 
wrong there would be no need 
for either of us to die in order for 
the other to live, or to carry on a 


to survive outside my womb? If 
something had gone wrong at this 
stage would it have been ok to put my 
life on the line? Did my life become 
devalued because | got pregnant? 
| have a partner, a family, friends, 
people who love me and depend 
on me. Other pregnant women may 
have older children to care for who 
would grow up without a mother if 
her life was not valued enough to put 
it ahead of her developing foetus. 
Some pregnant women may care 
for parents, partners, grandparents, 
disabled children etc. Some may 
simply be individuals with none of 
the above responsibilities who just 
want to live. 


Are women’s lives really comparable 
to the potential life of ‘the unborn’? 


A new law, passed in July 2013, and 
named the ‘Protection of Life During 
Pregnancy 
Act’ goes a 
step further in 
defining ‘the 
unborn’ as 

commencing 


as if lm trying to buttinon EAn 


someone else’s business 
and worse still trying to 
put my baby’s life at risk. 
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healthy and happy life. In the case 
of any problems, options such as 
early induction or Caesarean section 
mean the baby would have a great 
chance of developing normally. But 
What about in the first few months 
of my pregnancy? Is it really fair to 
say that my life is equal to that of a 
developing foetus with no chance 


implantation in 
the womb’. This 
is so specific, 
| could nearly 
put a date 
on it (about 
7 days after 
conception). That was the day my 
life was devalued. At least | know 
now. | keep thinking, why are there 
not pregnant women all over the 
country shouting, ‘wait there just one 
minute! Whose life are we protecting 
here?’ Yes, ok, | agree that my life is 
equal to any other living human, but 
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it is really the same as an implanted 
fertilised egg? It’s all connected to 
an idea embedded in our society 
that women, and especially mothers, 
should be completely selfless. We 
should want to willingly lay down 
our lives, our health, our jobs, for our 
children, and in this case even our 
zygotes. Maybe | haven’t developed 
my maternal instinct just yet but | feel 
a little sceptical about it. 


At the same time, the government 
cuts specifically target pregnant 
women and families. Maternity 
benefit is being taxed for the first 
time this year. Every budget attacks 
single parents and women first. Child 
benefit and back to school allowance 
have been cut in the last and every 
recent budget. So we are expected 
to be self-sacrificing in every way 
and put the unborn child ahead 
of ourselves in every way, but the 
government does not have to value 
these children. When we compare 
this to how much women have to 
put into the child before they’re born 
the contrast is startling. Once they fe 
born they’re just another mouth to 
feed. The National Women’s Council 
of Ireland, reacting to the last budget, 
said, ‘More families will have to 
make impossible decisions between 
offering a healthy and warm meal for 
their children or going to the doctor 
with their sick child.’ 


Pregnancy and Choice 

Pregnancy and the restrictions it 
imposes should be a woman's 
decision and her own choice. 
Pregnancy restricts a woman in so 
many ways. It can be a lonely time. 
Unless you have pregnant friends 
around you, no one else is going 
through the same emotions and 


feeling the same restrictions. During 
the first trimester a lot of women feel 
sick and weak, usually while trying to 
hide from people the fact that they’re 
pregnant and pretend everything 
is normal. The second one for me 
was great; | felt so much better and 
people knew | was pregnant. Other 
than not drinking alcohol and finding 
it slightly harder to go walking, it 
was by far the least restrictive time. 
| could stay out late without feeling 
tired and friends helped a lot by 
not smoking around me. The third 
trimester has been harder. | feel tired 
a lot, can’t sleep properly, and until 
recently had still been working full 
time which got really hard towards 
the end. | can’t cycle and can’t go 
out to meet people easily as | find 
getting places harder. | can’t go for 
long walks or stay up late and have 
to sit down a lot. Does this sound 
like a giant whinge? Maybe it is. 
Maybe you're thinking, don’t be so 
selfish, you chose to get pregnant. 
Well, yeah actually | did. But what 
about all the women with unwanted 
pregnancies? My point is, pregnancy 
is not easy; no one should be forced 
to do it. 


The lack of choice for women 
carrying unviable foetuses is a horrific 
example of how we place so little 
value on the mental Wellbeing of 
women in an awful situation. Rather 
than helping the woman to deal with 
a very difficult situation in a caring 
and compassionate way, giving her 
the choice of whether to carry to 
term or not, women are forced to 
carry a child they know will never 
live, because whether viable or not, 
our government have chosen to 
interpret the constitution as giving 
her unviable child the same right to 
life as herself. Not only that, many 
people feel that pregnant women 
should happily carry the pregnancy 
to term, sacrificing her own feelings, 
her own mental welloeing and be 
glad to do it. It is barbaric. 


An outsider in my own pregnancy 
Dealing with the HSE (Irish state health 
service) and the medical system can 
also make you feel less than included 
in your own pregnancy. At 28 weeks 
| suddenly got severe and crippling 
pain in my left side in the middle of 
the night. Once | calmed down and 
the sun rose, | realised the baby was 
moving exactly as normal. It was fine 
and | was the one in pain. | googled 
my symptoms and saw it was 
probably round ligament pain and 
fairly common. | read that women 


often go to A&E with it only to be sent 
home. | couldn’t walk or lie down 
or the pain returned. The following 
day | went to see the midwife in my 
GP surgery. She sympathised, said 
it was probably ligament pain, and 
sent me to the hospital ‘just in case’. 
| was there for about an hour hooked 
up to a monitor to check the baby’s 
heartoeat when a doctor came and 
told me the baby was fine and | could 
go home. | said that | knew the baby 
was fine and that it was me that was 
the one in pain. He suggested taking 
a panadol on a regular basis for the 
next few months or however long 
it went on for. | didn’t want to take 
painkillers. If this is so common, why 
is there no other solution? Why does 
no one tell you it might happen? (For 
anyone out there experiencing it, 
try yoga, Ve been told aqua-natal 
classes help but | found them hard 
to find in Dublin. Acupuncture might 
also help. Reassuringly, it is caused 
by stretching in your bump and it 
will go away.) 


When | googled this pain | found 
loads of other pains that pregnant 
women can get: pelvic girdle pain 
(PGP), lower back pain, hip pain, 
etc. Since then Ve also experienced 
what | think is mild PGP (no one has 
really told me what it is exactly). The 
main advice for almost everything is 
that it will go away after the baby is 
born. Great! Just another few months 
of pain and not being able to walk. | 
have been so lucky in my pregnancy 
for some women back and hip pain 
can start in the first few weeks and 
go on all the way through. But these 
are the sacrifices we are supposed 
to make. The attempts to relieve the 
pain for women are feeble. What 
should be a happy time for women 
becomes a nightmare that they just 
wait out for 9 months. 


The system knows best 

While | was still working | went into a 
shop to buy cigarettes for someone. 
| felt totally judged and felt | had to 
say ‘they're not for me’ when the 
guy paused before handing them to 
me. | have heard stories from other 
women of being refused cups of 
coffee when they try to buy one. 
Our society judges pregnant women 
and expects them to always put 
their unborn child first, before any 
needs or desires they might have 
themselves. Women are expected to 
stop smoking, stop drinking alcohol 
completely, eat only healthy foods 
(which is hard when you’re constantly 
hungry) give up soft ice-cream, 
mayonnaise, soft cheese, anything 
and everything people have heard 
can do some kind of damage. The 
rules we are supposed to follow are 
arbitrary, contradictory. Even though 
everyone will tell you something 
different, we are supposed to follow 
all of them. In different countries and 
cultures you will be told completely 
different things. Different doctors 
will give you different information. 
Everyone you meet will give you 
their own version. 
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On a bottle of alcohol here in Ireland 
there’s a picture of a pregnant woman 
with a line through it. It’s not a person 
driving a car or operating heavy 
machinery, it’s a pregnant woman. 
In fact studies vary wildly on how 
much small amounts of alcohol harm 
babies during pregnancy, but | have 
yet to see an article claiming drink- 
driving is anything but dangerous. 
Whether the chances of you getting 
food poisoning from cheese are 
1000000:1 or not, whether smoking 
one cigarette a week/day/month 
does or does not have a huge impact, 
whether the risks you take are serious 
or not, it’s always meant to be a 
risk you’re not willing to take just in 
case it should harm your precious 
cargo. Even if it’s 30 degrees and 
you're dying for an ice cream. Even 
if you're stressed out of your mind 
and would love just one smoke. And 
you better not be stressed because 
that can harm the baby. It’s not just 
your business anymore either; it's 
everyone's. It’s on the wine bottle. 


Birth options 

The birth itself is another experience 
that women go through that seems to 
be mainly taken out of our hands. It is 
treated as a medical procedure best 
left up to the professionals instead of 
a natural act women have been doing 
for all human history. | mean, if | was 
having heart surgery, | might do some 
research (I probably wouldn't) but | 
would certainly leave the surgery up 
to the doctors. Giving birth however, 
is not an illness or an accident, but 
a natural occurrence. This was my 
first time being in hospital a lot and 
having regular consultations with 
medical professionals, and for the 
most part they have been great. But a 
lot of what | read and how | felt was 
contradicted by them. | would have 
liked a home birth; my obstetrician 
said that no one should have them 
because they fe too dangerous. In 
the UK it’s much more common than 
here to have home births, and | knew 
they wouldn’t be happening there if 


it was so dangerous. | couldn’t have 
one anyway due to fibroids (and 
expense) but the option would 
have been nice. Choices around the 
birth are more like preferences, there 
is a feeling from a lot of pregnant 
women | know that they have very 
little real say when it comes down 
to it. In my pre-natal yoga class the 
major fear that comes up is one of 
the loss of control and lack of choice 
during the birth process. For me, 
trying to discuss birth options with 
my obstetrician has been frustrating. 
Trying to assert myself in any way 
about my choices | have been made 
to feel as if I’m trying to butt in on 
someone else’s business and worse 
still trying to put my baby’s life at 
risk. For most women it’s a matter 
of just surrendering to a system that 
says it knows best. Women and their 
feelings can be an afterthought when 
all attention is focused on the baby. 
While of course we all want the 


baby to be born healthy, the cliché 
that this is the only thing that matters 
is untrue. Often women can be 
left upset and traumatised at what 
should be a happy time in their lives 
due to treatment from medical staff 
at the birth. This can lead to postnatal 
depression or post traumatic stress. 


| found it really hard to write this in 
a tone that didn’t make excuses for 
what |’m trying to say. It’s very hard 
to express concern for the rights of 
women without making statements 
undermining yourself. lve been 
trying not to use statements like ‘we 
all just want what's best for the baby’ 
or somehow saying that the baby 
should come first. It’s ingrained in 
how we speak and the phrases 
people use when you are pregnant. 
All that matters is a healthy happy 
baby. We are glowing when we feel 
like crap, we are blossoming when 
we feel like our legs can’t support 
us anymore. Some women feel great 
during their pregnancies and some 
don’t but the way we are treated 
and the choices that are taken away 
from us have a lasting impact on our 
well-being. The struggle for a mother 
to put the foetus/oaby/child before 
yourself continues on until the age of 
18 as far as | can figure out. Our own 


lives, our feelings, our plans, hopes 
and desires are expected to go on 
the back burner and we should 
always put our children first. Maybe 
lII write another article about it in 18 
years time for issue 24 of The Rag. 


VEOH VO VOU OOO 


So we know that Ireland has pretty bad sex educators. 
Here's a quick guide for improving consent. By no means 
comprehensive, it’s just a starting point. Most of it is glaringly 
Obvious but gets forgotten quite a lot. Also I will pop down 
some links at the end so ya can go explore further after this 
brief-n-sweet piece on getting the sound shag. 


How do you know when someone wants to be kissed? The 
look in their eye; the electricity between yis, having the 
laugh, brushing off each other? Great! Have the flirt all ya 
want but it’s always a good idea to ask before you go 
in for anything. Words won't kill the passion; 
your lack of imagination could though. 
Wu can be as filthy or sweet as ya want 
when you ask to kiss someone. By not 
asking, you're setting up a situation 
where it’s ok to do things without 

permission, where what you want 
comes first as opposed to sussing 

it out together. 


This asking business kinda 
runs through good consent 
all the way, It is all about 
getting clear go aheads 
so there's only room for 
enjoyment and no space 
for confusion. Some dopes 
will say constantly asking is 
a buzz killer, but that’s what 
people said about condoms 
in the eighties. Actually on 
the note of johnnies, the Irish 
population are pretty bad with 
using them. Carrying condoms 
with you at all times can only be 
à good thing. Have them in various 
places your purse; coat pocket, guitar 
case where ever. Don't leave yourself in 
the position of bursting for the shag and 
optimistically eyeing up cling film. 

Be prepared. If you know you are going be in a 
place where a hook-up is a possibility, know what you 
want. Wu may just want ashift; maybe a bit of drop the hand 
action. Maybe you are only interested in giving or getting 
some oral, of totally up for anonymous shag. If you know 
what ya want and what you're not up for.beforehand, you re 
in a better position to communicate it and not get violated. 
Then again, it's cool to change your mind at any point. 


Check in with yourself and whoever it is you are getting stuck 


BY SHEILA 


into: Kissing on à dance floor; roaming hands about the place 
is all well and good, but don’t lose the run of yourself unless 
you want to. Take a minute between kisses to see if you are 
up for going the whole hog or even progressing a bit more 
on. It’s far easier to swap numbers and take things further 
another time than to be in a randomer's flat, face down in a 
pillow, not having a good time and worrying about your taxi 
fare home. Having a quick feel on a night out isn’t a binding 
contract for having sex. 


Think about sex. Haye.a continuous conversation 
about sex with yourself and whoever you are 
hooking up with. Things change constantly: 
Some days you want whips, other days 
you just want to snuggle and have 
Eskimo kisses. Your sexing, partner 
probably is not endowed with 
physic abilities, so it is up to you 
to communicate what you want. 
It is also up to your partner to 
listen. 


When starting any kind of 
relationship it's a good idea 
to draw up a list of sexy yeses, 
nos, give it a gos, and not a 
hopes list early on. Everyone 
has different needs, tastes 
and preferences and no one 
should be made feel bad 
for what they are and aren't 
into, nor co erced or forced 
into something they are not 
ready for yet or not up for at 
all. Drawing up a list earlier 
on also highlights how sexually 
compatible the hook up is. Some 
people hate sex in bedrooms and will 
get the ride everywhere and anywhere 
else. Other people can only shag with the 
curtains closed and the lights off Everyone's 
different. 


Communication isn’t just about listing off what you are 
into and not into. Sex is a two-way thing, three-way thing, 
however many people you are hooking up thing. As important 
as it is to define what you want, it’s just as important for you 
to hear what your partner (s) are up for. Because we come 
from a culture of sexual shame and silence, lots of people 
don’t have the words to let you know where they are at. Look 
for other signs: Do they still look like they are haying fun? 
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Have they gone quiet all of a sudden? Is their body going 
through the motions but their head appears to be elsewhere? 
Have you been doing the same thing for too long? Are you 
going too fast and your partner’s bored while you're having 
a great time? What do you do in that situation? It can’t be said 
enough: JUST ASK. There is nothing sexier than someone 
drawing you closer, pulling back your hair and whispering 
into your ear, “How good does this feel for you?” 


What do you do if you're having the time of your life but your 
partner's in the best scenario bored, worst case freaking 
out inside but can’t express it? Obviously stop. Don’t be a 
sap. What do you then? Check in. Make sure your partner's 
alright. Sometimes its game over; other times it’s a case of 
doing something differently. With sex a lot of it is shits 

‘n giggles but people are in a vulnerable position; 
you need to be just as concerned that your 
fucking buddy is having as good a time as 
you are. The generation of entitlement 
that we are within doesn’t promote 
this idea but it's a very good one. 


A common occurrence within sex 
is that only one partner comes. 
Woohoo good for them! What 
about the other partner? Again, 
just be sound. Don’t leggit or 
fall asleep until they’ve got 
theirs, Another bullshit idea 
that gets plastered in our faces 

is that sex is all about the earth 

shattering, orgasms. This in 

turn makes sex this mad race 

for the big O. The screamfest 
according to porn is all about 
the ploughing penetration. 
Sex is the best form of free 
entertainment. Our bodies 
have à million different nerve 
endings to be explored, played 

with and enjoyed. Unfortunately the 
mainstream media would have you 
thinking that any hole is a goal. Taking 
your time and enjoying being touched, 
tickled, slapped and caressed is all part of 
sex and not just an appetiser before the main 
meal, 


We all bring histories with us: 1 in 3 women are sexually 
assaulted at some point in their lives. Deal with it; dont 
bury it and talk to your partners about it. Everyone deals 
with things in different ways and on their own timescale. 
The important thing is to deal with it. Confide in friends; 
seek out counseling, find forums, and read’self-help books 
— whatever works best for you. A huge part of losing control 
is taking it back, so find ways that work for you to navigate 
Sex. Certain positions can be triggering, or someone holding 
you a certain way can set off a mental freak out. Some words, 
smells, and places are a no-go. Fill your partners in, let them 
know. The conversation doesn’t have to he soul bearing or 


a series of no goes. It's your conversation, but a way I have 
found to work is, hey Tm not really into whatever it is, do 
you mind if we don’t, but do you know what really turns 
me on is., and-L-only mention my sexual history if I feel 
the need to. Sometimes it’s as easy as switching positions to 
bring me back to the throes of excitement: 


Boozing is a big factor in whether you're able to give and 
receive consent. Over 80) of reported rapes in Ireland 
involved excessive alcohol. Boozing does not cause rape, 
but it is used as an excuse for really shitty behaviours, We 
are never going to live on an island running on the dry, but 
it’s something to be aware of. At sessions, keep your wonky 
eyes on your mates. Keep a look out for people at pubs, 
clubs, and festivals who appear to be on their own. If 
you're hooking up with someone you just met, 
introduce them to your mates before legging 
it. Fake rape is summit that gets called 
out a fair bit, but actually studies show 
that 9890 of rape allegations are legit. 
But still, it’s a dodgy grey area that 
alcohol murkies even further. 


Beyond sexual assault, booze 
really does.impair judgement. It 
can be a great social lubricant, 
but also a huge factor in assault, 
not using condoms, and bad 
communication. Drunken sex 
(Well it depends on how drunk 
you are) can be a really sloppy, 
long, „uncoordinated: affair. 
More fun could be had making 
out and meeting up another 
time. Don't feel pressured 
into going the whole hog with 
someone: Wu are not being 
a tease, nor are you there for 
someone else’s gratification. Sex is 
a mutual thing for equal enjoyment 
and not being able to say your-own 
name may not be the best time to try 
and figure out having sex with someone 
new. 


Sex can be.amazingly brilliant. It’s one of my 
favourite things to do. It feels great, it’s a stress 
reliever, intimacy builder, personal liberator, cardiovascular 
exerciser — all kinds of amazingness. Good consent only 
makes things better. Iwo easy things to remember: always 
ask and always listen. 


Helpful resources: 
http:/ ꝓhillyspissed. net / 


http:/ WW] W. nytimes. com / 2011/11/20 / magazine / teaching- 
good- Sex. html? page wanted all & 10 


http. goodmenproject. com / families / the- healthy: Sex- talk - 
teaching - kids consent · ages· 1-21 
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“Trigger Warning - rape” 

I don’t like the term ‘survivor’ I 
never have done. I get that it’s 
supposed to be empowering 
and all that, I do and I would 
never tell anyone who has 
been raped not to consider 
themselves one, it’s just not for 
me. Before getting into things: 
this is probably going to be 
a very hate filled article. As I 
write this it’s coming up to the 
third year anniversary of me 
being raped and I guess that’s 
where the inspiration to write it 
all down comes from. (As J edit 
this now, it has been just over 
5 years) Every person who has 
been raped has a different tale 
to tell and I've heard and read 
many, each one making me feel 
slightly less alone. This, along 
with my own selfish reasons 
is why I'm going to tell you mine. I don’t do 
statistics (even if I have to study it) because 
they have only ever served to make me feel 
bad. Being told that a majority of rapes occur in 
such and such a way when mine didn't makes 
me feel that my experience wasn’t as important 
or as harmful as something that happened 
to someone else. No matter how it happened 
to you or anyone you may know, never feel 
like it’s not as important, not as terrible. It 
is. Though all this is easier said than done. 


Now for the hard part. There are only three people 
that I have ever told exactly what happened to 
me. There are probably hundreds who know 
I’ve been raped since my decision a year and 
a half ago to be vocal about my experience. 


Anyway I'll get on with it. 


The summer of 2008 was the summer I left 
school, went to Ibiza, and fulfilled my teenage 
dream of going to the Leeds festival. But dreams 
never turn out exactly the way you want them to, 
right? It was the first night, the Friday. Metallica 


were the last band to play and my friend and I 
managed to get very near the front. My belly 
button piercing was infected and I could not stick 
all the pushing and shoving from the crowd. The 
girl behind me noticed I was in pain and got 
her boyfriend to lift me up so that the security 
guard could get me out of the crowd. This 
however meant that I was separated from my 


friend. It was around nine thirty and I only 
had a t-shirt and shorts on, so I made my way 
back to the tent and put on another t-shirt. I 
then went to watch Metallica by myself. I was 
worried about being separated from my friend, 
but couldn’t contact her as she had both of our 
phones. I waited at the exit for her until all the 
crowd had gone, getting more and more worried 
and upset the longer I stood there. Then this 
man came over and asked if I knew the way out 
of the arena. I could see that Laura wasn’t at the 
main stage so I went with him to show him. I 
told him all about not knowing where my friend 
was and why I had to leave her at Metallica. 
He invited me to his campsite for a drink and a 
chat. I went with him thinking it would be better 
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to get my head straight before looking for my 
friend. On the way we talked, I told him where 
I was from, what I did etc. I tend to talk quite a 
bit when I’m anxious. He told me he was there 
with his friend who had bought all the same 
stuff as him, that he had 
been to Leeds for the past 
few years. He was there 
to see Biffy Clyro. I told 
him I was going to study 
German and Spanish. 
He said he would like to 
be a tour guide in Latin 
America and he was going 
to be a tour guide in Asia 
in a couple of weeks. Also 
he was going to stay with 
a family in Barcelona as 
part of some sort of thing 
to learn Spanish. He had 
either finished or almost finished university. He 
said he had a neutral university accent. When we 
got to his tent we sat outside and talked. There 
were other people outside the tent to the right. 
They didn’t speak to us. He gave me ale to drink, 
the Old Speckled Hen. He said something about 
where he came from and how that brand of ale 
related to him. I can’t remember. I didn’t drink 
the ale, perhaps about two or three sips. Then 
he asked to go inside the tent. I know what he 
implied by this and said no. He kept asking me. 
I kept saying no I shouldn’t, my friend would 
be worrying. I was quite disorientated. I didn’t 
know how to act. I eventually agreed to go in 
his tent hoping that it 
was just to talk. I sat 
with my legs outside 
the tent, I couldn't 
get my wellies off; 
they were too muddy. 
I didn’t want to touch 
them. I did get them 
off using my feet and 
sat cross-legged in 
the tent looking at the 
floor. As soon as this 


happened the first 
thing he did was ask 
me to take off my top. 
I kind of laughed, shook my head and said no. 
He asked again, I still said no. He kept asking, I 
thought that I could take my top t-shirt off, try to 
outwit him as I still had one on underneath. I did 


this. He wasn’t very happy about it, he said I was 
mean and had tricked him. I couldn’t look at him. 
I couldn>t even think properly. It was like having 
no mind, no brain, no power, nothing. He came 
over and took my second top off, tried to take 
my shorts off, couldn’t 
do, made me lie down 
and pulled them until 
both the shorts and my 
underwear came off. I 
don’t remember my bra 
being taken off but it 
must have happened at 
some stage. I just lay on 
the ground motionless; 
he started to use his 
mouth on me. I didn’t do 
anything, didn’t move, 
didn’t speak, didn’t look 
at him. I just kept my 
eyes on the roof of the tent. I just wanted it over. 
I don’t remember the order of events very well 
from there; I just remember events. He stopped 
using his mouth at some stage and sat up. I said 
the word protection, hoping this would give me 
some way to get out, something to fight with. He 
produced a condom, handed it to me. I held it 
and refused to put it on him. He took it off me, I 
had no idea whether he put it on or not. I tried 
so hard to block everything out. He lay on top 
of me and tried to penetrate me. It didn’t work. 
It hurt so much. He grabbed my legs, putting 
them in the air and forced himself inside me. The 
pain was what I focussed on, that and the roof. 
This was the only 
point I ever looked 
at his face. It felt 
like some sort of out 
of body experience. 
He finished -- I don’t 
even know how long 
it went on. He lay 
beside me, trying 
to make me touch 
him. I tried to turn 
away. It was then 
I noticed he didn't 
have a condom on. 
After a period of 
time he asked if I 
could stay with him. I said no, what about my 
friend? I have to go. He kept trying to persuade 
me, kept asking me. I tried to find my clothes. I 


couldn’t find my underwear. I asked him. He said 
he didn’t know. It was a small tent, I knew they 
had to be somewhere but I wanted to leave as 
quick as possible, so I put the rest of my clothes 
on. I went to leave. He asked me for my phone 
number. I gave it to him. I just wanted to get away. 
When I got out of the tent I had no idea where I 
was going. It was pitch black. I felt so out of it, 
everything was a daze. I found a path, followed 
it, and found some toilets. In the light I could see 
the blood running down my legs, just running 
out of me. I left the toilets following the path, 
found where I knew, and got back to my tent. I 
don’t know how or where to end this story, sorry. 


drastic but I’ve been in and out of it all for 6 
years now and I have decided to try and accept 
all 


This is my rape, as I wrote it in 2008. I know it 
isn’t very eloquent. It’s the first time I have ever 
read what I'd written. It took me a year to report 
it. Even then at 18 and non-political I was aware 
of victim blaming. Nothing ever came of it. I can’t 
give you any advice, nothing has worked for me. 
Just don’t be ashamed. If you want to talk my 
email is gnarlypenguin@gmail.com 


2 SEARS LATER... 


Between writing this article and sending it to 
print, many things have happened in my life. As 
with anyone else some of these things fall into 
the ‘good life event’ category and some fall into 
the ‘bad’. Of course life is not as simple as this, 
things never are but here is my go at updating 
you on my life. 


First things first, I have 
not been back in the 
psych ward since this 
article was written, to 
the majority of people 
I have been doing 
very well. I haven’t cut 
myself in over a year 
and following this if you 
were to glance at my 
arms they could quite 
possibly look normal. 


Also related to this (in 
what a lot of people 
disapprove of) I have 
given up on therapy, 
counselling, any form 
of psychiatric help. I 
know this seems quite | 


the things that society considers wrong with me. 
I am still depressed 
I still get urges to cut myself 


At times I still want to die 


I guess I should say that I 
think I am getting better. 
Honestly I don't know. I 
do know that I rely a lot 
less on what people think 
of me, I am not afraid 
to fight, even if I am still 
afraid of the dark. I am 
not scared to speak out, I 
am still scared of crowds. 


I have learned to navigate 
all these things, I know 
my limitations. No longer 
do I try to please everyone 
else by going places that I 
know I feel unsafe in. The 
world is a scary place, I just 
hope I can get through it. 


. -Suzanne- 


21 


‘Non-Consentual Sex?’ - Originally published in ‘Loudmouth’ zine. Please note this article 
has been slightly edited by the author. 


This article comes with a trigger warning for sexual abuse, rape and any uncomfortable 
sexual experiences. 


“I always felt kind of weird and uncomfortable about how I lost my virginity. There was 
something wrong with the whole situation that I never quite figured out until years after 
the event. I was seventeen and a virgin (I now think the whole concept of virginity is a bit 
odd, but, technically I’d never had sex which involved penetration.) Iwas bored at home 

and my friend Susan called me. Some old friends wanted to hang out with us, two guys we’d 
known for a few years but had lost touch with. I didn’t really want to go, but after a while she 
convinced me. I made no effort to look nice and brought nothing more than a few quid with 
me. I expected to be out maybe two hours tops. PU admit I was kind of weirdly excited to go 
out, because I'd been so locked inside my own head the past while, but I had no clue what lay 
ahead of me. 


Things were a bit weird from the moment we started hanging out. There was a lot of booze 
and weed being offered to us. I was pretty depressed at the time so I said yes to a large pint of 
spirits. Whatever, I wanted to get drunk. I got pissed pretty fast. The night starts to get blurry 
here. We hopped the wall of some shit nightclub, I’m not sure I really wanted to go. My 
memory of being there is minimal. I remember my friend Thomas kissing me and telling 
me he couldn’t wait to get me to bed. I remember this making me feel really uncomfortable, 
which tends to happen when someone is pushing you beyond your sexual boundaries 

and experiences. (This sentence alone is a huge red flag. If sex has not been previously 
discussed, comfortably, by both parties, one should nto assume its okay to say such a thing.) 
I had little grasp on what was going on, other than the fact that I was way too drunk. I was 
trying to have a good time, but I didn’t feel relaxed or safe, I was out of my depth. 


We got back to the house and there was more kissing. My friend Susan was egging me on, 
“go on, get with him,” that sort of thing. I didn’t mind a bit of attention in my drunken state, 
but intercourse was not something I was even considering. The next thing I remember I 
was upstairs and I’m freaked out to realize one of my oldest friends is having sex with me. 

I knew we were making out in some kind of drunk and messy fashion, but intercourse 

was not what I had wanted to happen. I went into some weird shock. It just happened out 

of nowhere. One minute we were kissing and the next his penis was inside me. All I could 
nanage to muster was “put on a condom.” Everything is a sad blur from here. I remember 
slightly sobering up and making an excuse that I needed water. When he left the room I put 
on all my clothes and pretended to be asleep. He came back in and said “hey, we’re not fin- 
ished yet.” My stomach churned. I lay there and pretended to be asleep and I think he even- 
tually dosed off. 


The next morning I woke up and reality hit me like a sledgehammer. I grabbed my friend 
Susan and we left really fast. I remember feeling so ashamed and disgusting, I had my 
clothes on from last night my friend was still drunk. I got home. I was confused and scared 
and concerned I was pregnant. My whole body ached and I had bruises on my face and on 
my legs. There was some weird material inside me from the condom. I'd never seen this 
before, as I was a virgin previously. I remember writing in my diary “sex isn’t all its cracked 
up to be..” and crying on my bed for a number of hours. I told no one, other than Susan who 
had been there with me that night. I had no idea what was wrong, other than I thought it 
was my own fault and it had all been some horrible mistake on my part. This is not how 
someone should feel after having sexual intercourse for the first time, or any time. 


It took me five years to realize that my friend had raped me.' The moment I realized every- 
thing made sense and I felt simultaneously relieved and devastated. I was relieved because I 
finally understood why it was so traumatic. I understood why I didn’t tell anyone, why I was 
so sad and why I lied about how I lost my virginity to my first proper sexual partner. I under- 
stood why I hid the bed sheets that were on my bed the day I got home. I understood why I 
destroyed all traces of that night ever happening. I understood why I begged my friend 
Susan not to tell anyone about that night. All these things became huge triggers. I became 
paranoid everyone knew, I tried to bury it away so I would never have to think about it. Yet, 
while this was happening in my head, never once did it occur to me it wasn’t my fault. 


I felt completely insane for a long time after the 
event. The person who raped me made it worse 
by also decided to “fall in love” with me and ha- 
rass me with texts asking me to meet up with 
him constantly. When my other female friends 
found out, (not from me, Thomas told his friend 
Damien, even though I had begged him not to 
tell anyone. Damien, being a bit of a gossip, then 
told all my friends the story on a night out when 
I wasn’t there..) they never considered it wrong, 
but something kind of funny and awkward. It 
became a kind of funny joke. “Ha, Thomas took 
Ann’s virginity, he didn’t know she was a virgin!” 
I brushed it off as this, just a weird experience. 
What else could I do? I had no tool to deal with 
what had actually happened. Pretending it was a 
big joke was just easier. This convinced me it was 
my fault and that I was in fact going completely 
mad. 


A year or so later, when I told my first consen- 
tual sexual partner, he was sad for me, but again, 
never put two and two together and asked me was I raped.* I was crying out for attention in 
all the worst ways, knowing something was destroying me, but I couldn’t put my finger on 
it. I hated myself. It took an inner journey to finally realize and admit to myself. My friend, 
someone I trusted, raped me and harassed me and it’s not ok. I finally came to terms with 
this through reading about the experiences of others on feminist blogs. I always thought of 
rape by its more violent and horrific definitions, being attacked by a stranger and beaten 
and held down, ete. Only when I read about the experiences of others and learned about 
consent did things start to fall into place for me. 


The reason I’m sharing this story is because from talking to friends about this, many of 
them have had shockingly similar experiences. It quickly became clear to me that rape isn’t 
just a brutal attack by a stranger down a dark alleyway as depicted in movies (I would like 


l Definition of rape: According to Irish law, rape is a “common law offence, which is now governed by the Criminal Law (Rape) Act 1981. 
Rape under the 1981 Act is not gender neutral since it can only be carried out by a male on a female. Rape in this context refers to natu- 
ral intercourse only as referred to in section 1(2) of the 1981 act which also clarifies that rape is complete on proof of penetration only. 
Section 2(1) of the Act outlines the offence of rape: (1) A man commits rape if (a) he has unlawful sexual intercourse with a woman who 
at the time of the intercourse does not consent to it, and (b) at that time he knows that she does not consent to the intercourse or he is 
reckless as to whether she does or does not consent to it” The Irish law is clearly outdated in its definition of rape, which is why I will also 
share the American definition, which I believe is much more up to date in its terminology. According to the US courts, rape is defined as 
sexual contact or penetration; without consent, with use of physical force, coercion, deception, threat, and/or when the victim is mental- 
ly incapacitated or impaired, physically impaired (due to voluntary or involuntary alcohol or drug consumption) asleep or unconscious. 


2 What is consent? Consent is a loud and clear “do you want to do with me?” and a reply of “yes, I want to do this with you” when 
both parties are in their right minds. Silence is not deemed as consent. Body language is not deemed as consent. If a person wants to stop 
half way through, even if they have said yes previously, any further action is rape. Consent should be reaffirmed throughout the act. 
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to make it clear I am not in anyway claiming victims of brutal, violent rapes are in anyway 
to blame for speaking out and that these kind of rapes happen every day too) but a common 
occurrence more likely to be inflicted by people we know. * 


If this story sounds familiar to you, maybe you too were raped. For a long time I was very 
afraid to say 1 was raped. Sometimes I still fear saying it. I feared people would call me an 
attention seeker or a liar or side with the rapist. In fact the first one or two people I told 
didn’t really “get it” so don’t be surprised if this happens.’ Keep telling people you trust and 
don’t let anyone tell you it was your fault or just a “weird” experience because you and I 
both know that’s bullshit. It was only upon hearing the world’s most comforting words.. “me 
too..” that I worked up the courage to confront what had happened to me. This opened up 
the floodgates of a lot of other nasty experiences of course, so make sure you have lots of 
friends and possibly family around you can trust to talk about these things. If that’s not an 
option for you, perhaps consider talking to the Rape Crisis Center (number below.) I’m not 
saying once you admit this to yourself that all the problems surrounding it will go away, but 
you might find some peace of mind you been lacking for a long time. 


I still don’t have the guts to confront Thomas and I often find myself making excuses for 
him, even through all this soul searching. He obviously doesn’t have a clue because he tried 
to add me on Facebook a while ago is if we were friends. I also heard that he’d been calling 
me “the one that got away” which makes me incredibly angry and disgusted. This is what 
happens because of rape culture. We’re made to believe that it was somehow our fault and 
that the rapist didn’t know or was led O. Classic victim-blaming. I still haven't told my 
family or some friends and I probably never will. I just don’t think they’d ever understand. 
What’s important is I’ve come to terms what happened to me and I’m dealing with the harsh 
fact of the situation now. Thomas should never have assumed I wanted to sleep with him jus 
because I was too intoxicated to make a proper decision. He didn’t even give me the option. 

I didn’t even have the chance to say “no.” Consent should always be discussed before action 
takes place. Consent is complicated and so are people’s boundaries. Never assume someone 
is comfortable with something just because you are. Never assume sex has been decided 
unless you discuss this openly with the other person first. 


If this has happened to you, I encourage you to speak out, to talk to feminists you trust about 
what happened and to write about it and not let it ruin your sex life, like it did mine fora 
long time. Take control, accept what happened and fight back. Speak out about slut-sham- 
ing, victim-blaming and rape culture so we can lessen the chances of this happening to so 
many of us in the future and remember.. IT WASN’T YOUR FAULT and it NEVER will be. Stay 
strong.” “ 


3 Media portrayal of rape: Though there are many different ways in which rape can occur, the most common media portrayal of rape is 
by a shady looking stranger who violently attacks and rapes a woman, often in a dark alley or somewhere outdoors. This portrayal of 
rape is damaging, as 90% of rapes are inflicted by a person known to the victim (according to the Rape Crisis Network Ireland). 


4 If someone tells you a story like this, be very careful not to brush off their experience as something minor. A person sharing this type 
of information with another is a clear cry for help. It is not attention seeking or dramatic. If someone reveals to you they think they may 
have been raped, you should listen and try to understand. Avoid too many questions and be there for them as best you can. Coming to 
terms with being raped is very confusing and painful and the wrong words can set a person back in their process of recovery. Questions 
like “Are you sure?” “What were you wearing?” “Did you provoke him/her?” are never helpful. If you think you aren't the right person to 
council them through the trauma of their experience, point them towards someone who can. 


: If you're reading this and feel you may have had sex or a sexual experience with someone who did not give their consent, or where the 
consent was unclear, I encourage you to do some further reading on consent, rape and being called out and how to handle it. Please see 
the links at the end of the article. 


6 When discussing this article amongst some circles, I’ve been told of the “seriousness” of accusing someone of rape and the possibility of 
me ruining someone’s life, eto. This kind of dialogue was confusing and hurtful to me and sent me into a spiral of shame and fear, while 
the rapist went on protected, blissfully unaware of his actions. This kind of rhetoric ensures this kind of rape, the kind not often por- 
trayed in the media, is left undiscussed and normalized. Rape is sex without consent and that is what happened that night. This is fact. 
As discussed in the article ‘Nice Guys Commit Rape Too’ we find, “More often than not, rape happens amongst people who know each 
other, and the rapist is not someone carrying a villainous cloak and look of ill intent. The rapist is just a person who may genuinely not 
realize that what he’s doing is rape.” 


Resources and Links: 


„Dublin Rape Crisis Centre: http://www.drec.ie 

¢ Rape Crisis Network Ireland: http://www.reni.ie 

Irish Law on Rape and Sexual Assault: http://www justice.ie/en/JELR/SexualOffencesLawPa- 
per. pdf/Files/SexualOffencesLawPaper.pdf 

* Criminal Law Rape Act 1990: http://www.irishstatutebook.ie/1990/en/act/pub/O032/index. 
html 

Learning Good Consent, a practical resource for everyone to learn more about good consent 
and how to apply it: http://www.phillyspissed.net/node/32 

„Men Unlearning Rape, a resource which shows how men are taught from a young age to treat 
women as sexual prey: www.phillyspissed.net/sites/default/files/menunlearningrape.pdf 

Nice Guys Commit Rape Too, a helpful article questioning the roles men and women play in 
rape culture and how we must unlearn this behavior: http://www.xojane.com/issues/nice- 
gsuys-commit-rape-too 


25 


26 


N W A 
ah rset 


* 


—ç————[j( . e ee At ee A \ 
EA FT, — ty 
Sn to write this article for 3 fe iy Kor $ 


that every time I fry something has changed, 


H 
Sy 
w 
< 
(0) 
o 
D 
b 
3 
ee 
iu 


\ N, 5 how I feel abo y bof 
CCC 1 4 
4 j qi 
4 * 
But here goes. $ 


—— 22 E K R 22 y 


I have e |: am Bulimic with Anorexic \ 
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I’m sixteen on working in and bed and breakfast outside 
the town. I cant remember the first time or where the idea 

came from but I found myself bent over a toilet with my hands 
in my mouth. Anytime I ate I went to the toilet, stuck my 


fingers down my throat and vomited up what would come out. 
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against your side cause they'll look 
pats don’t look down you'll get a 


could find, just one more. I'll exercise 
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I’ve had four slices of bread, I’ve done 
it now so Ill have a big bowl of cereal. 
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11pm . 
I’m back in bed, ith more tea. I will get 
up early and go or a cycle; a. runy aL) 
do my 5 and St ups and I'll go to 
yoga this week watch something to dis- 
tract myself. IL fall asleep. It starts all 
over again when wake up. 
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tion, characterised by severe disturbances in eating 


The term y refers to a complex, 
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People can and do recover 
Eating disorders can affect anyone 
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want to eat! that don’t eat that, control of it, all the different things I’ve Eating disorders re er by a variety of disordered} eaping behaviours such | 
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me feel calm fon a minute and after I 
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so it won’t happe n again. That I can 
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bloated and ful and tired from all 
the carbohydrates starch and sugar. I 
eat more toast and some leftovers. I 
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of them, one after another with no 
break. I can’t do a huge binge again 
so I settle at that. I’m at the toilet 
bowl. It should be revolting having my 
ace this close to where people shit N 


N - by self-induced vomiting, over-exercising, 
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Bingeing - by consuming quantities of food be ¢ 
a + “what the body needs to satisfy hung 
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N 
Treatment of an Ming disorder will require attention to both iË 


psychological/emo ional aspects of the person. Treatment must always include respect 
for and sensitivity for the overall well-being of the person. 


The distress of a person experiencing an eating disorder, whether or not it is 
acknowledged, may have a considerable impact on family and friends. 
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The Main Eating Disorders 
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©Find it hard to talk about their feelings and to deal with conflict. 


Ohe depressed and may become isolated. 


©Experience mood swings. 
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needed to figure it out fast because | wouldn't be 
conscious for much longer. So with my remaining 
strength, mu legs found the chair I'd stepped off, and 
| released myself. My neck was covered with broken 
blood vessels, and, to my disgust, so was the skin 
all around my eyes. | was alone living in a new city. | 
didn't know what to do or who to turn to, so | smoked 
a bunch of weed and cried myself to sleep. 


In the moming, | had to face the fact that his thing 
| had pinned all my hopes on, my one final comfort 
when life felt unbearable - pulting myself out of my 
misery — was no longer an option. | knew that | would 
never and could never do that to my family. | decided 
then and there that if | wasn't going to die, I'd better 
figure out how to live. Of course l'd always wanted 
to be happy, but | was never motivated to figure out 
how. This next bit is going to sound cheesy: That's 
when | read a self-help book. 


Now, I'd already read a million self help books 

— foo many to even name here. Loads! But this 
one had a different message. It was called “Choice 
Theory: A New Psuchology of Personal Freedom” 
by a psychiatrist, William Glasser. Some of the 
ideas in the book were hard to swallow because 
they completely opposed what | was fold about 
my mental illness(es) and how | self-identified: as 
a person with an illness that | couldn't control. | 
thought that depression just “happened” to me. The 
doctors had explained to me that it was “clinical,” 
after all. Chemical imbalance in the brain! Seratonin! 
| had become familiar with all the buzzwords. But 
what came first, he depression or the wacko brain 
chemistry? Once | started to question whether | 
actively chose a life with depression and alienation 
through my behavior, | felt like there was finally hope 
that didn't come in a prescription bottle. The concept 
of Choice Theory is basically the idea that some 
mental illnesses (and indeed some physical ones) 
are the result of our creative attempts to control the 
things we can't control. When | was depressing, 
| often spoke in terms that | “can’t” do this or that 
because | was too depressed, upset, anxious, elc. 
| offen blamed being undermecicated. But when | 
thought about it, 99.9% of the time, | actually could 
have, but | chose not to. No one was holding a gun 

_ to my head saying they'll shoot if | didn't go to work or 
school. In other words, there was nothing physically 
wrong with me. | was mentally ill. But like a lot of 


physical illnesses, you can cure yourself through 


i‘ Penang: your behaviors. 


didn't feel like a choice to have the Hera) 
sad/angry emotions | felt, but in an indirect way, It 

5 chose the outcome of depression through my 
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to get out of it, you really only have the following 
choices: 1. Change what you want, 2. Change what 
you're doing, or 3. Change both. Up until hen, | had 
been completely stuck in the same old patterns of 
trying to control the people close to me, and hating 
myself when they didn't respond the way | wanted 
them to. There's a lot in life we can't control. But the 
rest is up fo us. 


| offen think of it as a switch that went on in my 
brain as | leamed how to change my behavior. 


But actually, it was a very gradual process. |. 


wasn't miserable for 20 years on purpose. But in 
retrospect | used being a victim of depression to 
exert control where | really had none. Unfortunately, 
all depression did was ensure that | didn't get what | 
wanted. | used depression to express my emotions 
for me because no one could question or deny it. | 
also used depression to express anger, to passively 
ask for help from those around me, or to avoid the 
problems that | felt bad about. It wasn't me to blame; 
it was “my depression.” So while | didn’t choose 
my misery, | chose the behaviors that led me there. 
My relationships were fraught with martyrdom and 
selfishness in turns. | gave everything, then | flipped 
mu lid when | didn't get what | wanted in return. | knew 
that’s what | was doing, but felt powerless fo change 
because | thought | had an incurable affliction. But 
realising that | didn’t have to think of it as a disease 
gave me the autonomy and the power to learn how 
fo be a happy person. 


The first big change | made was, frankly, to act 
like a sane person. | had a long history of insanity, 
which at times even included taking anti-psychotic 
medication. But | taught myself how to pause just 
before | did something “crazy” and ask myself 
WWASPD (What Would A Sane Person Do)? Then | 
would do that. | learned to cut the dramantc gestures 
| usually favoured. Instead of locking myself in the 
bathroom and cutting myself, or throwing something 
at my partner, | tried to calmly explain to him that 
the wau he treated me was disrespectful and 
unacceptable. Instead of staying in bed feeling sorry 
for muself when | was feeling insecure and useless, 
| rang a friend to see if she wanted to go for a walk. 
Rather than think about how nothing in my life ever 
went the way | wanted it to, | did the dishes. Yes, 
even something simple like doing the dishes helped 
me feel less sad! Even if | went back to feeling low, 
which | offen did in those early days, | knew that 
there were things | could do to make me feel nice 
in the short term. If | felt good for a half hour while | 


talked to a friend or relative on the phone, that was 30 a 


minutes of depression-free life, which | was thankful 
for. 30 minutes tumed info hours, hours into days, 


HE rene 


and so on. 


| have to pause here and say that the message of 
this article isn’t, “Pull yourself up by your bootstraps 
and get over it,” because | know it doesn't work like 
that, at least not for me. And | also realise that this 
isn't a cure to magically change sad emotions to 
happy ones. Of course we don't have direct control 
over our emotions. But | think we don't give enough 
credence to the indirect control that we do have 
through the things we do. The idea is that | had to 
jump start myself: since | have direct control over 
my actions, then | try to do things that | know, if | 
follow them to their logical conclusion, will help me. 
The key, for me, is that | really do have to think them 
through to the end of the story. If | think, “I'm upset so 
I'll drink this bottle of whiskey to feel better,” | have to 
think, then, about what's really going to happen. If | 
think, “I'm going to post on the intemet how so and 
so did such and such to me,” | have fo.think.of,,the 
consequences and how it will really play out. ( tell 
you how: not good.) Sticking to things that | absolutely 
knew were good for me was essential. Go for a run, 
read my favorite book, watch a comedy, call a friend 
who makes me laugh, clean my bedroom — simple 
things, small. things. No life re-haul required. 


Drugs can help in the short term. But, for me, | was 
never not depressed while on antidepressants or not 
psychotic when on anti-psuchotics. (And|haven‘teven 
mentioned the awful side effects some of them had.) 
Sure, they'd help for a while, but | always managed 
to bring it back. And talk therapy? | talked until the 
cows came home, Telling a stranger about how. the 
kids in school called me “Chunk” never seemed to 
have any healing powers. The real solution to my 
mental problems happened when | learned how to 
relate to other people, especially those close to me. 
Psychiatric medications don't cause real happiness, 
but healthy relationships with other human beings do. 
When we love others and feel truly loved, is much 
more difficult to depress. Here's the most important 
thing | discovered: When | was depressing, | thought 
that if someone (or even society, the media, elc) 
criticised me or was angry at me, it was the truth. Is 
like when a phone rings: | thought | had to pick it up! 
| didn't realise | could actually not answer. | leamed 
to separate other people's opinions from my own 
self-worth. The negative voices became more and 


more faint until | began to notice that | actually liked 


myself. The people | was drawn to became more 
positive. The life I led became more fulfilling. | sin 
to feel happiness constantly. — 


The panicking, depressing, psuchosing, and 
obsessing were reactions to my fears. | offen’ 
| Rah as wih epee. Jot: these are -m w.headstrong i 


that happened to me that were beyond my control, 
and therefore | had no choice for happiness. But 
this harmful assumption revoked my personal power 
and freedom, not to mention my happiness. As long 
as | bought into the fact that there wasn't anuthing | 
could do about it, | felt helpless to end my suffering. 
| won't say that it was easy to teach myself how to 
stop trying to control my life and everyone around 
me with my mental illness, since it's the only thing 
| ever knew. It was hard to consider | could cure 
myself of something as serious as psychosis. But 
once | began to see choices in even the most dire 
circumstances, | could regain real control over my 
life, or at least over me, which is the only person we 
really have control over anyways. 


Of course, some pretty awful things happened to 
me that were indeed beyond my control. That's life. 
For example, | was assaulted. Twice. | was homeless 
for three months. | moved to a new country where | 
didn't know anyone but my partner. My father died. 
But throughout it all, | never went back to depressing. 
|.continue,to do things that have a greater chance 
of bringing me happiness, and moving on when 
| occasionally mess up. Just the other day | was 
feeling a bit o/ d crawled into bed. | wanted 
fo stay there all day. But | thought about what was 
bothering me, and whether staying in bed all day 
would help or hurl my problem, Then | thought about 
what | could do that would most likely help my 
situation (WWASPD), and was then motivated to get 
up and do it, and | was glad | did. 


A therapist once told me that I'd have depression 
for life, and that it is a lifelong illness that a person 
can never escape from. It’s easy to feel compelled 
to listen to so-called experts in the medical industry, 
especially when they offer you drugs claiming to 
be cures. There are some anarchist critiques of the 
whole concept of mental illness, and the idea that 
depression is actually a response to conditions under 
capitalism resonates with me. But that's an article for 
another day! For now, I've been living depression- 
free for seven years, and in fact I've never been 
happier. People who didn't know me. before look 


- puzzled when | tell them | once tried to hang myself. 
Can anyone cure themselves like | did? Sadly, no. 


But if you believe no solution loa problem exists, YOu 
stop looking for one. | am proof that mental illness 


‘doesn't have to be an incurable disease and you 


may not need ene or 1 to get yourself out 
. it. 


f you're depressed, reach out to Gee Hele 
are three great resources for depression: | 


www. samaritans. org Www. aware. e 


An Ambivilant Relationship With, High, Hees... 


words by Eve 
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Tve got 54321/ I’ve got a red pair of high-heels on / Tumble me over, it doesn't take much,/ Tumble me over, tumble me, push./ In my red high-heels I've no control / The rituals of repression are 
so old/ You can do what you like, there'll be no reprisal / Im yours, yes I'm yours, its my means of survival. 
-CRASS 


When | was a teenager and was attacked by a homophobic bigot outside a nightclub, 1 was being kicked in the head... a woman] didn’t know whacked him over the head with the steel-rein- 
forced high heel of her shoe. He ran off screaming, and she and 1 became friends. 


-Paul 


Please describe your ideal pair of heels: ‘They are white and shimmering. They might be mistaken for a mist. When 1 walk they spell out U-T-O-P-1-A. They make my feet feel like butter. 
-Rag Survey 2013 


AAAAAMAAMAAAAMAAAAAMAAAAAAAAAAMAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA AAA Ae 


This is not one of those articles discussing whether or not 
feminists can or should wear high heels: the whole point of feminism 
is that that you get to wear whatever the hell you want. Rather, it is a 

cultural exploration/reflection of the phenomenon of heels. 


have an ambivalent relationship with high heels. Being both a dyke 
and an archaeologist has resulted in my wardrobe largely consisting 
of checked shirts, woollen jumpers and mud encrusted rain gear. But 
1 do, occasionally, like to get ‘dressed up’, and when 1 do, my aesthetic 
is drag queenesque: slutty charity shop dresses, red lipstick and too 
much black eye make-up, naturally set off by a pair of delicious heels. 


My favourite pair: black suede peep toes with a 6-inch black patent 
heel. 1 lovingly don them, admiring myself endlessly in the bathroom 
mirror and delighting in the way 1 can shimmy all-the-way-down-to- 
the-ground. 1 feel tall (my 5’ 8” frame extended to over 6 foot) and all 
powerful: arse out, shoulders back, ready to take the night. And then, 
1 try to walk. The first few meters are fine, the next manageable, but 
before 1 am at the end of my road 1 am reduced to a cripple, hobbling 
gracelessly towards my destination. 


See, | like the way heels look. | like posing. | like strutting across my 
bedroom and arranging myself artfully on the couch. But really, when 
it comes down to it, 1 want to move. | want to jump and flail and 
shimmy for hours on end and high heels crucify my feet. Wearing 
them makes me feel like 1 have been fitted with a medieval torture 
device. So usually, after all the posing in my bedroom, | think fuck it, 
throw on a pair of gutties and hit the dance floor. 


Tve been occasionally lured into forking out for delightful heels that 
have proved utterly unwearable (the towering purple velvet wedge 
peep-toes spring to mind, or the pea green mary janes that left me in 
pain for a whole week after wearing them to my graduation). And, I've 
often wondered is it just me? Do] possess unusually sensitive feet, or 
do the legions of women done up to the nines of a Dublin weekend 
feel similar agony but carry on smiling through the stabbing pain? | 
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smugly note the knots of drunken women padding in stocking feet 
along Georges Street at zam, heels in hand, congratulating myself on 
my sensible footwear choice. | look at my sister’s stack of heels: candy 
pink open toes, plum ankle boots, black patent pointies, green velvet 
strappies and think that high heels are a surrealist joke. 1 mean, what 
is the point of a piece of footwear that actually impedes your mobility? 


Some would say that it is this very impeded mobility that lies behind 

the attraction of the heel, as Crasss ‘Bata Motel’ tune lays down. Does 
high-heel-wearing women’s attractiveness to men, like the bound feet 
of aristocratic women in imperial China, lie in their very vulnerability 


and lack of control? 


There are other theories though. For one, heels give you tits and ass. 
Heels are thought to tilt the pelvis of the wearer, thrusting out the 
buttocks and arching the lumbar spine into a mammalian sexual 
pose known as ‘lordosis’. Thus, wearing heels is a signal of sexual 
availability on the part of the wearer. In a similar vein they change the 
way you walk. A study published in 2012 (yes, someone did a study) 
found that ‘wearing high heels led to increased femininity of gait 
including reduced stride length and increased rotation and tilt of 

the hips’, and the authors concluded ‘that high heels exaggerate sex 
specific aspects of female gait and women walking in high heels could 
be regarded as a supernormal stimulus’. ' According to the authors, In 
the same way that ‘female baboons with a larger than normal swelling 
of the bottom associated with the sexually receptive period of their 
cycle, arouse greater sexual interest in males. High heels similarly 
exaggerate the sex-specific aspects of the female walk which could 


cause sexual arousal in males.” 


1 High heels as supernormal stimuli: How wearing high heels affects judgements of female 
attractivenesss. Paul H. Morris, Jenny White, Edward R. Morrison, Kayleigh Fisher in 
Evolution & Human Behavior - May 2013 (Vol. 34, Issue 3, Pages 176-181, DOI: 10.1016. 
evolhumbehav.2012.11.006) 


2 http://www. huffingtonpost.com/dr-raj-persaud/why-do-high-heels_b_3691829.html 


All the research pointing to heels’ role in accentuating female 
sexuality is rather ‘funny given the footwear's history and 
development. Heels originated as riding footwear in the near 

east, where the elongated shoe heel served to anchor the rider's 

foot in a stirrup. During the 17"century ‘Persian style shoes were 
enthusiastically adopted by [male European] aristocrats, who sought 
to give their appearance a virile, masculine edge that, it suddenly 
seemed, only heeled shoes could supply.’ 


In the pursuit of this article 1 decided to do a little survey about the 
publics heel wearing habits. It is, 1 will admit, not exactly a paragon 
of methodological rigour. 1 knocked the survey together in about 

10 minutes, during a bout of enthusiasm and mid way thought my 
second glass of wine one evening. It was a carelessness that 1 soon 
regretted when exactly 199 people took the survey. | drew it up using 
survey monkey and solicited participants on facepuke through 
various friends and groups. The cross section of respondents is thus, 
clearly biased, as a lot of my mates are anarchists/feminists/queers/ 
archaeologists. There were no bombshells. 


Even though 1 worded it in (what | thought) was a gender netural 
way, the respondents overwhelmingly identified as female. In terms of 
heels being ‘a tool of the patriarchy’ (as | say, 1 had had a glass or two 
of wine when | drew up the questions) the respondents were more or 
less evenly split. 


When it comes to heels, for me, it’s the tension between image and ` 
reality. The glamour and excitement of the shoe and the delicious 
notions they inspire counterpoised with the embodied experience 

of trying to walk in the fuckers. This seems to carry through in my 
survery, only a very few hardcore enthusiasts wear heels everyday. 
with the majority increasing their height for weddings, socialising 
and fancy dress. Most people seem to manage impressive stiltwalking, 
lengthening and sexifying their legs striding elegantly and effortlessly 
into any situation. Disappointingly only a mere ten per cent of the 
people surveyed, like myself find the ordeal and trauma of heel 
wearing completely overwhelming. The majority did opt for between 
‘kind of uncomfortable’ and ‘very uncomfortable.’ That said, an 
impressive 30 percent were very happy in heels, finding the feat a 
doable, enjoyable endeavour and. managing to avoid 
looking like a donkey on a dancefloor donning stilettos. 
Of those that manage to wear heels, the thrill factor of 
seeing the world from a new angle is interlocked with 

a myriad other reasons for playing footsie dress up. 
Below are some of the reasons people 
gave for wearing high heels, as for 
me, I'll keep dreaming of a pair of 
elegant, sexy heels 1 can wear outside 
my bedroom and shake my ass all 
night on the dancefloor in. 


IJ fed! sexier in them despite not being able to wear them past a few hours!” 


“For “dressing up’, to feel a bit more qamoroud I think they lock hot.” 
Tm 5 2°. Occasionally I like to be able to lock straight at the people around me. 


“To gain height, which i hope may gain me respect in my male domindled workplace.” 


“Sic hig Meg ch ik vin i Mos as a” 


Graii they make me feel sexy. 


Wal ine 


I believe feminism and femininity are not mutually exclusive.” 


“T always liked the way Eddie Izzard carried it off and wanted to try it...” 
“Because I fool myself into believing that this time ul be oh.” 
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SEX EDUCATION IN IRELAND 


bam bam... bam bam... bam bam bam bam. 
bambambambambambamabambambambambambambam BAM BAMBAM. 
This my friends is a retelling of unrythmic Irish sex, most women have had 
the misfortune of being beneath this (and yes it is always beneath). This 
kinda sex generally goes in for a kiss, quick boob grab, as the race down 
south continues at an alarming pace, cursory miss the clit rub-- then 
bam PUMMEL time, all over in the blink of an eye. The lady’s left haunted 
with aspirations of coming beyond herself someday. As for the guy, if only 
he knew how much better it could possibly be. 


While much of the western hemisphere was engaging in the sexual 
revolution or STI swapping frenzy that was the sixties. The Irish were on 
our knees also, only we were praying and confessing a million times a day. 
We were looking elsewhere as thousands of women were sent to years 
of hard labour and petrified of going blind for life for even thinking about 
willies and tatas. 


Once Rome rule was established within this country, the precedent 
for skewed sexual attitudes was set. By 1929, The Censorship of 
Publications Act was put in place, in direct response to those heathens 
across the pond beginning to enact family planning policies. The act 
itself had the spin-off benefits of creating employment for young fellas 
in Easons book shop to rip out every page remotely relating to any 
information on contraception. Thus creating an unsolved mystery more 
complex than that of the Bermuda triangle for generations, as to where 
exactly did those pages go? 


Luckily the sound young fellas of Easons’, interested in getting the ride 
themselves, kept hold of some of these pages and so word spread like an 
erotic game of Chinese whispers on the ways and manners of not having 
ninety children per household. Unamused, the church upped their game 
and a mere six years later enacted the Criminal Law (Amendment) Act 
1935. This amendment outright prohibited the importation or sale of 
any contraceptive. 1935 became lreland's official year of no craic and 
saw the advent of The Public Dance Halls Act. Which basically killed Irish 
culture by not allowing dancing to happen anywhere without an expensive 
licence for fear of immorality created by listening to foreign filth such as 
jazz. This act shamefully still exists today. 


The moral crusade powered by prayer, tea and priests’ sexual frustrations 
rattled on, going even further in 1946 by updating the Censorship 
of Publications Act. Not content with ripping out contraceptive ads, 
entire books alluding to indecent acts were now denied publication and 
circulation. 


All was relatively quiet for the subsequent two decades in Ireland. Women 
continued flinging out babies quicker than rabbits; sexual misguidance, 
restrictions and church domination led to a frenzy of child sexual abuse 
and the incarceration of thousands of women in the aforementioned 
Laundries. These were barbaric institutions ran by the nuns, church and 
state to ‘correct’ women’s behaviour. 


As the rest of the world began to legislate for abortion in the sixties, 
Ireland took the radical step of opening a marriage guidance clinic in 
the national maternity hospital. Offering gems of information on the 
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extremely ineffective rhythm method, the only family planning strategy 
the church endorse. Irish families could now dodge just a few more hungry 
mouths to feed and dirty arses to wipe whilst still producing enough kids 
for a GAA team with subs. 


More and more contraceptives kept on slipping through the net. Much 
like the few little sperms that sneak past baby dodging devices, the few 
that got throughbegan to change things dramatically. Pills and coils were 
introduced and marketed as menstrual cycle regulators. The wonderfully 
brazen IFPA were set up and offered out condoms on a donation basis, 
cleverly circumnavigating the law prohibiting the sale of condoms. A 
landmark case was brought to the Supreme Court by Mrs. Mc Gee. She 
was going spare about her spermicidal jelly being whipped off her by the 
good Catholics in customs upon her return from the devils playground, 
England, in 1973. She won her case and it became legal for married 
couples to get contraception on prescription. | like to think her name is 
why scores of young wans and fellas still refer to lady bits as gees’ to 
this very day. 


Consecutive governments have all been petrified of the S.-Sshhhhh 
E. N. Issues in Ireland. They have continuously and vehemently tried to 
roll back any tiny steps of progression. IFPA released an unbelievably 
successful guide for family planning in 1971 but in a fit of toddler rage, 
dressed up as legal discourse, the Censorships Board prohibited its 
further distribution. lreland's number one Mary, that is after Mary the 
mother of god, Mary Robinson tried to introduce a bill to amend the Acts 
preventing the sale and import of contraceptives. The future president's 
bill was denied even a reading. 


In more recent times the HPV vaccine, which prevents cervical cancer if 
girls get vaccinated before becoming sexually active. It was introduced in 
2005 by yet another Mary of Ireland, Mary Harney, and then withdrawn. 
Many middle aged men within the government were very concerned 
that by vaccinating these legally aged young girls, promiscuity would 
be promoted and the island would be brimming with young sluts all of a 
sudden. Sense prevailed some years later and the vaccination programme 
was reinstated. 


This disgusting back and forth continued for decades at a mind numbing 
pace. Only through the sheer determination of varying copped-on moon 
cup brigades, the IFPA and countless other individuals did the country 
mature in its sexuality. Through their sitting through countless tedious 
meetings, lobbying and devising numerous amazing actions they 
continuously challenged the government's position on sexual health on 
the island. | won't go through all the Acts much further as it gets to bea 
load of disappointing dry shite after a while, but suffice to say it dragged 
onand on. 


Rape was criminalised in the early eighties; it wasn't until the early 
nineties that rape was legally recognised to occur within marriages. 
Condoms were made widely available in 1993, except for anywhere 
the youth may congregate, and only as a response to the worsening 
AIDS crisis. Homosexuality finally became decriminalised in the early 
nineties and so it went - Ireland was dragged kicking and screaming into 


modernity. 


The coke binge or the ‘Celtic Tiger’ that was the nineties saw hordes of 
people landing back on the island with bold big new ideas from afar. Sex 
could be enjoyed and a ride no longer carried a marriage sentence. RTE 
the national broadcaster, reveling in all its new tax monies, took it upon 
themselves to import tons of American drivel instead of investing in 
Irish talent. They not only succeeded in helping mould a generation of mid 
Atlantic accents but also showcased the more sexually liberal attitudes 
of far off sunny lands. And the internet, well t'was a huge step up from 
blue movies and French letters. 


So instead of acclimatising, Ireland was whacked straight into a post 
sexual revolution world, without a guide book. The majority of the nation 
are now out having the literal ball but the government must still have their 
fingers crossed that we will head back to mass someday and that’s why 
they are holding back on implementing a national sexual health strategy 
regardless of lreland's growing Chlamydia epidemic. 


Sex education is a disaster; in fact education in Ireland full stop is a bit 
of a disaster Despite kiddie fiddling a quarter of the nation, Catholicism 
still dominates the classroom. Over ninety per cent of primary and 
secondary schools are Catholic run; each school has a priest on its board, 
the Vatican guiding its ethos while prayers guide the teachers. 


Not content with religious domination, many Irish schools work also 
within gender segregation - a fantastically efficient way of creating 
divisions and deepening stereotyping of genders even further. The bigwigs 
in the UN Human Rights commission have continuously pestered the Irish 
government over their ridiculously restrictive abortion laws but also its 
constitutional entrenchment of gender inequality. The UN Committee on 
the Elimination of Discrimination Against Women stepped in and gave 
out to Ireland in 2005 for its “ Persistent stereotypical views of the 
social roles and responsibilities of women”. I'm sure not letting the boys 
and girls learn and play together will massively improve the situation and 
get the UN off the government's back. 


Even though over ten per cent of our population are legging it to find work 
and hope elsewhere, Ireland still has one of the youngest populations 
in Europe. In 1995 Ireland introduced RSE (relationship and sexual 
education) for secondary. schools. It has not been entirely rolled out 
nearly twenty years on. A study carried out by the wannabe politicians 
of the future, Dail na nOg, found 74% of senior cycle secondary school 
students received no sex Ed whilst in their senior cycle. Kind of petrifying 
considering the average age for first getting the leg over is between 16 
and 19. 


The Irish Study of Sexual Health and Relationships, published in 2006, 
was a very very long academic report the only one of its kind ever done in 
Ireland. It contains many sobering and unknown nuggets of facts, such 
as lreland's oldies in the age bracket of 50-65 are the least sexually 
experienced population in all of Europe. It also found that 44% of the 
population have received absolutely no sex education, nada, zilch, nothing 
at all. How people even know which hole to go for is beyond me. 


Of those who have received sex education, it alarmingly breaks down 
further again: many people have learnt about the basic functions of sex, 
while some have been lucky to learn about contraception but in no great 
detail. Sex education in Ireland, although not as warped and Christian as 
the abstinence-only sex ed programmes in some of the US, is not exactly 
nipple tassel, knickers swirling liberal either. 


Sex education in Ireland focuses on don't get pregnant, don't get 
pregnant oh and lest you forget don t get pregnant. A biology lesson and 
a brief mention of all venereal diseases known to humankind is meant to 
suffice in preventing getting yourself up the pole and all ya need to know 
for getting the hard shift. 


So we have a nation of people out getting the ride, many enjoying it and 
going for gold, but beyond what feels right don't really having a notion 
what they are at. Sex, like everything else in this world, is layered with 
social constructs. lreland's two biggest constructors have been the 
church and now the media. 


If the church was all about preventing sex and promoting silence, TV 
and film loudly declares, drop your knickers, jump on board and get the 


ride. Sex on screen is usually straight. Vanilla sex on TV, women getting 
a pounding in porn. No one ever asks before getting the leg over, STDs 
don't seem to exist, nor do crisis pregnancies so no need for condoms 
or conversations. Persistence is key: many times women are merely 
confused about their desires and just need a man to keep at them, her 
lips say no but her eyes say yes. 


Much like Irish classrooms, the governors of mainstream media land 
seem quite content in playing a game of divide and conquer amongst the 
sexes. The UN reckons it will be at least another seventy five years before 
we see gender equality on screen. Women have feck all screen time in 
comparison to lads, are rarely the main player in a show and usually are all 
about getting the baps out or showing a bit of leg. Women like kids should 
be seen but not really heard. Well they can be heard but just enough so 
no one can get accused of being sexist. Men get the soggy butt end of 
a smoke on screen too. Poor guys are constantly shown as go getter 
aggressive types with the emotional range of a pet rock. 


Granted a TV hour, nor film have the timescales to portray sex in all its 
fanny farting glory, but they could go a long way further in how they 
portray sex and gender. TV when it first emerged was deemed by many to 
be a portal to hell. It is in fact the main gateway for capitalism. Media as 
a mainstream medium feeds off societies insecurities, pushing its own 
profit driven agenda. Creating gender caricatures is just another form 
of perpetrating patriarchy, making sure there are a top and a bottom, a 
buyer and a bought. 


Advertising encourages people to act upon their desires in the most 
immediate of fashions. The world of capitalism ( am about to deliver a 
groundbreaking revelation ) Is all about individualism, 
instant satisfaction and ego boosting entitlement after all. 


Rape and sexual assault is another fun bag of events viewers frequently 
have the pleasure of watching in between handfuls of popcorn. Rape in 
mainstream media land is typically shown as some individual fucker 
lurking in the dark waiting to pounce from beyond the shadows on some 
poor lass, who will then fight for her life. This is where “the media” get it all 
wrong again. One in three women gets sexually assaulted in her lifetime. 
This would imply that there are some ridiculously busy sick individuals 
out there. Unfortunately the one in three women whom get assaulted 
usually know their attacker. 


The people doing the attacking are people we know. They are friends, they 
are family, work colleagues and classmates. People are engaging five hours 
and upwards a day with media and citing media outlets as their biggest 
resource for sexual education. As much as the screen is a reflection of 
society it also moulds society and by constantly perpetrating false 
ideas of gender, sex and violence, media plays its hand in propagating 
sexual miseducation and violence. We can t really expect a profit-driven 
sector to act as a social worker for societal ills but we can view it more 
critically and express those criticisms. 


So the long and short of it all is when it comes to sex we have had really 
awfully shite teachers. The nation would barely scrape by a foundation 
level D in sex Ed were it a subject on the leaving cert. Which is a shame 
because getting the ride is one of the few activities the government has 
yet to tax. It would be amazing to be French and know all there is to know 
about sex, to have no Catholic guilt at all, for STDs not to exist, for actual 
storks to bring you babies when you only really really want them, for every 
ride to be a complete laugh, better than any rollercoaster you have ever 
been on and everyone involved having the time of their life. Sex can be all 
those things minus the storks, we just need to take sex education into 
our own hands. Clearly we can’t be 
relying on schools or tellies to be 
putting us in the know-how of every 
hook up coming safely and happily 
constantly between work shifts and 
dole payments. 


38 


RAG MAMAS: A CONVERSATION ABOUT 


One of the challenges of having 
children is that you often don't 
have the time to do things you 
used to do, like staying active in 
your favourite anarchafeminist 
publishing collective! But just 
because RAG members have kids 
doesnt mean they arent still 
thinking about anarchafeminism 
and wrestling with the issues it 
raises. Angela managed to get 
the RAG members with children 
to sit down together for a chat 
about life as an activist and a 
mother. 


Angela: Now, in terms of the way 
you guys live your lives as people, 
and maybe I ask this as someone 
whos trying to have kids, how do 
you see yourselves now, versus 
before kids? 

Shonagh: Trying to remember 
back that far! [laughter] My son 
is nearly seven. 

Deirdre M: Its a richer, more 
complicated life. ItS not easier, 
but its certainly richer. Its the 
joy of having them as opposed 
to the absolute freedom that you 
had before. 

Angela: But in terms of the way 
you define yourself, and the way 
you think about yourself and 
your place in the world, has that 
changed? 

Deirdre M: Completely. 

Sheila: For me, the person that 
goes travelling, generally places 
where I go, which have been 
mostly Muslim countries for 
the past while, being a woman 
who has borne a child definitely 
gives me much more meaningful 
conversation than peers who 
havent had children. If I go 
into a hamam [public steam 
baths], they can see that I've 
got stretch marks, and it breeds 
more acceptance when I’m away, 
definitely. But its the flip side in 
Ireland. 


Angela: So you feel judged here, 
and accepted there? 

Sheila: Yeah! Kind of, actually, 
yeah. I get a lot of interest from 
people in my own age group, like 
‘Woah! How old were you when 
you had your kid?’ That kind of 
thing, whereas when I’m away 
Im just sort of taken into this 
coven of motherhood. 

Deirdre H: I feel that same 
richness and joy [of motherhood], 
but also the responsibility part. 
Especially at my job. I feel a lot 
of pressure just to knuckle down 
and concentrate on my career, 
which isnt a very anarchist thing 
to say. But I do feel that at the 
moment, and I dont think Id feel 
that way if I didnt have kids. 
Thered be more freedom or you 
could stop your job for a while, 
which I dont think I can do now. 
Thats whats been on my mind: 
this feeling of weight. Work work 
work work work work work! 
Angela: Do you ever feel like your 
life is over? 

Deirdre H: No! [laughter] You've 
said something like that before... 
Angela: I say it because this is 
what some people think. 

Deirdre H: Im not a very good 
model because I dont go out, and 
I dont have a very balanced life. 
I think other people manage the 
balance a bit better. For me, its 
work and home, which isnt ideal 
for anyone. I certainly think 
my life has changed, but its my 
life - is not all for my kids. Its 
definitely me making my own 
decisions and making my own life. 
Its just very different to what 
it was before. For me theres no 
room for activism at the moment 
at all. When I was going to RAG 
meetings before I stopped going, 
during the meetings it felt like a 
screw, tightening, which is totally 
normal because you're expected 
to take on tasks. But I felt like, 


‘Theres nothing! Theres no more... 
theres nothing left! Everything 
is taken up! Theres no space for 
that’ 


Looking at motherhood and 
activism, its not like you can't 
be an activist if youre a mother, 
because people are, but I think 
much less. Theres a huge drop- 
off of activists once women start 
having children. Even historically, 
looking at the famous female 
anarchists or socialists, they 
either didnt have kids at all or 
someone else looked after their 
kids. It was a conscious decision 
for them in the biographies that 


Ive read. Like Emma Goldman 
purposely didnt have an operation 
that would have allowed her to 
have kids because she didn't want 
them; she wanted to devote her 
life to activism. 

Sheila: I also think there isnt 
enough space created for people 
with children in activist spaces. I 
was at the Gluaiseacht Gathering 
two weekends ago and a consent 
weekend in Mayo last weekend. I 
brought my son to one of those 
weekends, and my friend brought 
her kid to the other. The kids 
were not catered for whatsoever. 
I was really pissed off on Sunday. 
I wanted to do a workshop on how 
to facilitate the kids to be there 


because people just dont have 
a clue. If theres more people 
willing to step outside meetings 
on a rota basis to look after kids, 
people could still participate; 
people could still do actions. 
Shonagh: Its indicative of how 
society is: society doesnt cater 
for children at all. ItS set up in 
this way that home is the place 
for the mam and the kids, and of 
course you get isolated. 

Deirdre H: Yet the fathers dont 
have the same thing - it doesnt 
affect them, and thats in my 
lefty circles as well. And not just 
in activism, but in work. You have 
children, and then you have to 


struggle to get yourself taken 
seriously because you're seen 
as, ‘Ok, Ive got kids now. And 
in activism, some people would 
have that attitude about kids. 
And why is it that the men dont 
drop out? 

Angela: [pregnant pause] Yeah, 
well, why? Do you think that 
when people have children, as a 
mother, you give up more easily 
when theres something you want 
to do, but that men are like, ‘This 
is what I want to do and I’m going 
to do it’? 

Sheila: Its certainly more 
accepted for men to do it. I think 
when women do it, you get a lot 
more condemnation: Whats she 


doing? Shes a bad mother, la la 
la.’ Lots of whispers underneath 
the table, but fuck them! If you 
want to go do something, just go 
do it. The amount of times Ive 
heard, ‘Dont do that’ since I've 
had my son, but Ive just gone 
ahead and done it anyway and its 
worked out fine for all of us. You 
just have to break through the 
mould a little bit. 

Angela: You really have to be a 
problem solver in a way and not 
be afraid, to give up and say, 
‘Well, I dont have childcare, I 
dont have this, or that’ 

Sheila: You just have to hammer 
on. 

Deirdre M: The support network 
- My partner is great, like, I’m 
here now, I teach at night during 
the week, and I'm very free to 
do as I need to do or want to 
do. But also co-housing was great 
when the kids were younger. That 
was a big, big ticket to freedom. 
That was great. And just the 
rest of the support network that 
Ive got around me. I realise I’m 
very lucky! [laughs] My parents 
are brilliant. Its hard to set 
up your life this way, but its 
possible. It can be really tough 
to do co-housing, but its possible. 
And hugely freeing. Did I say 
that? [laughter] So yeah, mutual 
support, mutual support! 

Sheila: Thats one thing that keeps 
me rooted in Dublin is the support 
that I have here, massively. I 
wouldnt be able to it otherwise; 
Id go insane. 

Deirdre H: My problem is not 
getting someone to mind the kids 
so I can go out, its that I dont 
see them. So two days a week, 
I want to see them. I dont want 
someone to mind them so I can go 
off. So if I want to go to activist 
things or anywhere, Id like them 
to come with me. And in the 
evening, most evenings Id like to 
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be there to put them to bed, and 
then I can go out afterwards. I 
have no problem getting someone 
to mind them, but most of the 
time I’m really tired and I just 
want to go to sleep by ten. Up 
at six, still getting up with them 
during the night. 

Sheila: My son used to get 
petrified about going down to 
Rossport. Hed say, ‘I dont want 
you to protest. I dont want you 
to protest’. It got to the point 
where Im the bad mother, I 
wouldnt listen to him, Id just do 
it anyway. He was so freaked out 
that I had to sit him down and 
listen to him and talk to him and 
then slowly take him down and 
let him see what the direct action 
was. In his head it was far bigger 
than what it actually was. Once 
hed seen it, he was like Thats 
cool, you can go protest’, and he 
quite enjoys going down to Mayo 
now. 

Deirdre M: The kids do love the 
camps. 

Deirdre H: What about things 
that you cant do with kids like 
write an article or going to 
meetings? 

Sheila: Shared housing helps 
massively. Right now, I haven't 
been very good at it but it helps 
hugely. 

Angela: Because you have quite a 
few people that take him, and you 
do exchanges with other parents. 
Sheila: Like swapping children! 
Like a merry-go-round! 

Deirdre H: Maybe its like full 
time work outside the home as 
well. I do 40 or more hours of 
work per week. My feeling is 
that if you want to get involved 
with activism you have to then 
not work 40 hours a week, and 
thats a decision that you have to 
make. 

Angela: If you can. 

Deirdre H: Yeah, if you can. 
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Sometimes you dont have 
the freedom to make it. But I 
sometimes think that maybe I 
should look at the whole thing 
completely differently. 

Sheila (to Deirdre H): Your kids 
are all so young still. I think it 
depends on what stage your kids 
are at too. 

Angela: I imagine its easier to go 
to a protest because you can put 
the kids in a stroller and walk - 
its almost like a day out. 

Deirdre M: Going to meetings is 
harder. 

Deirdre H: Or writing an article. 
Deirdre M: If I go out, its usually 
to teach. But, especially when 
they were younger, I would have 
a really hard time justifying 
leaving the house in the evening 
if it weren't to go out and make 
money. Its hard to justify it to 
my partner; its hard to justify it 
to myself. And meetings didn’t fall 
into that category. 

Angela: That is such a huge 
statement, if you think about it. 
Deirdre M: Its gotten less 
important as the children have 
gotten older. But now there are 
things that are career-related 
for me that aren't money-making. 
Theres the networking aspect of 
me having to see other peoples 
shows. My partner is really 
understanding about this, which 
is brilliant, but I can imagine it 
could be really contentious if he 
weren't. 

Angela (to Shonagh): I feel like 
you were doing it for a while and 
then you seemed to reach your 
threshold. 

Shonagh: Yeah, college, all the 
interpersonal stuff, and my mam 
getting sick. I just wasnt able for 
it. For my own sanity, I had to pull 
back and concentrate on getting 
through college, really. 

Angela: I feel like thats a lesson 
for our kids as much as anything 
- to learn to prioritise and take 
the time for yourself when you 
need it and to not do too much. 
Its a lesson I wish had been 
taught to me. 

Sheila: When my son was two, I 


was in full time college, I was 
doing two jobs, trying to have 
a social life, and starting to get 
into activism. I burned myself out 
silly. I think you learn the hard 
way more so initially than the 
easy way. 

Angela: Did you have an 
expectation that you could carry 
on with your life as normal, just 
with a couple of extra duties? 
Sheila: No, it was me thinking, 
‘I need money. Get a job. I need 
to get an education. All right, do 
that’ And then I tried juggling it 
all and realised that you can't do 
it all. The justification is a huge 
thing because I dont think my 
sons father would understand if 
I said, ‘Hey Im going to spend 
all my time that I dont have my 
son down in Mayo’. I have to give 
a justification to him for how I 
spend my time, whether its in 
education or making money. You 
do have to justify what you're 
doing. 

Shonagh (to Sheila): Even when 
hes with his father? 

Sheila: Yeah. I think so. To a certain 
extent, yeah. Because he wouldn't 
understand. We've agreed that I 
can have big blocks of time off 
from custody, but it cant just be 
me free willy nilly going off and 
partying or anything like that. 
Angela: Do you think he feels that 
way because hes got a job and 
he thinks thats how life should 
be lived? 

Sheila: Yeah. Its the way a lot of 
people think though. I recently 
put up a post on Facebook, 
‘What'll I do with my time?’ and 
my cousin, real smart, wrote, ‘Get 
a job’ straight off the bat. 
Angela: I suppose thats capitalism 
there. 

Sheila: It is. 

Deirdre H: An interesting article 
I read recently was saying, 
‘Oh, Feminism got it wrong’. It 
wasnt anti-feminism but they 
were saying that in the mode 
of feminism that pushed for 
independence and women to be 
accepted in the workplace, the 
idea of women spending time with 


children was devalued. 

Shonagh: It doesnt question 
anything does it? It doesn't really 
question the basis of how wrong 
the work/life dichotomy is. Its 
obvious that women will end up 
with two jobs: the job outside 
the home and the job inside. 
Deirdre H: I find the whole work/ 
life thing difficult. And I dont think 
theres an answer. Well, revolution! 
But in the short term... 

Deirdre M: I talk to the kids 
about anarchism. The kids’ 
perception is that it means doing 
what you want to do for work and 
not having a boss. Or being self- 
directed and not having to be told 
what to do, which is a parenting 
issue because sometimes you have 
to tell them what to do. So the 
concept of legitimate authority (a 
la Chomsky) idea is handy, though 
not necessarily well respected, 
but necessary. Those are the 
simple words we use. 

Deirdre H: Legitimate authority? 
Deirdre M: Legitimate authority 
and also being your own boss. 
Shonagh: If I talk to my son about 
anarchism, I would talk about it 
more in terms of governance, 
and what the government is and 
how that works, how our society 
would work. 

Deirdre M: Yeah, we talk about 
that too. But I wouldn't say that 
that would be the first thing they 
would think of. 

Sheila: I dont think Ive ever sat 
down and said, ‘This is anarchism’ 
or anything like that. Its more 
that we have an ongoing social 
commentary that tends to lead 
towards anarchism. Maybe I need 
to have that conversation with 
him, actually! 

Deirdre H: Yeah, I’m thinking that 
I need to talk feminism more to 
my boy. 

Sheila: When he wakes up 
tomorrow, he'll have to do all 
his own washing and cooking! 
[laughter] 

Deirdre H: It'll be the turning 
point of his life, at three and 
three quarters. ‘I heard all these 
voices downstairs!’ [laughter] 
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IFs Just Hair 


Oppression comes in many forms, hits many bones 


You might seem perplexed, but it even goes as far as one’s hair. 


If you're black, | don’t need to tell you 
You KNOW. 


Do I stick with my natural, curliness, or should | conform? 


Is there even a choice? 

| could leave it wild and just let it all hang out 

| could be straightened, stick a weave on, less hassle 
Plus | blend in 

but I’m still free cause it’s my choice. 

Isn't it? 


If | straighten it, no one notices 


No one notices my hair, its the way it should be., sort of. 
It’s easier to handle even if | burn my scalp while doing it 
But AT LEAST its one less thing that makes me stand out 


In this sea of white 


| look ‘respectable’, cause we sure as hell ain’t in the 70s anymore 
lts hard enough getting hired by a firm, 


Can't make them uncomfortable, 
thinking | might be too black 
Because these things do matter 


| know who | am, and proud of this lovely dark skin tone 


And, If | stay curly, | gotta deal with all this...hair 


but | also know what world | live in 


But | never learned how to take care of it, its always been straight! 
| look to my mum who shakes her head, to my aunt who rolls her eyes 


To my black friends who look at me as a matyr 
To the shops, yup all products for white MA a tf 
I'm screwed. 

To the internet, wooo a whole community! 


| gain strength slowly, curly hair means even curlier clothes! 


Accessories! 
But wait, a divide in my beloved community, 
Once again this hegemony divides us 


Where are all the role models for people whose hair ACTUALLY looks like mine 
| see loose curls everywhere, as the epitome of natural hair 


While tighter looking curls like mine 

Are pretty, but well you know 

Coincidence that once again, that once again, 
Looser curls are the closest “ 
| think not 

So do we aim for that? Aaaah we can’t escape. 


m bewildered, Is this STILL a choice? 


natural hair” to our white oppressors? 


Can we ever escape, ever? 
Goddamit its just hair. 


But we care, because once again its been decided for us 


That our natural hair isn’t natural. 
But screw them, do what is YOU 
As best as you can 


Straighten the damn thing and rock it, but always fully aware of why 
Leave it wild if you feel, and experience the pleasure of those curls 


(staying strong against the backlash) 


Because they have made sure their fingers 


encompass most of our lives 


from our hair down to our reproductive rights 
This isn’t to tell you how your hair should be, 
But for us to remember that if they can control so little a thing 


As our own hair in our own minds 


We gotta start fighting back, because it never ends there. 
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YOU can ve +O 
having compulsive rendencies 
2SP!VCIANIY When YOU are ALOUt 
40 head off on a AND. Well 
MINE happens to be chechiny 
MY PassPOry, This may seem 
A rad ON he Scary side, 
but \ will Fil YoU in ON why 
\ have become SO Obsessive 
abbu} mine, Rewind +0 2007- 
\ am Preparing +0 q0 \ndia 
For a MONTH, Vaccinarions 
complere, tiny baq packed 
aNd a colossal Medicine bag 
qhe size of a small Pharmacy 
JUSt n case Anything qoes 
awry, You can't qer the SUPE 
cream thar iS SUdOcream 
anywhere else in the world 
and lex Face iy, ip IS phe 
wonder cream, Morning of 
Ge ev r * 
checked, or 30 \ think, Have 
MY H e DO, ALS Printed 
and off we qo. Three hours 
lazer Vm in the queue +0 
board he C 40 London, 
+ALL OU MY Passport +0 
have he Picture paqe open 
and ready and who do \ see 
Staring back ar me bur mM 


Friend Liam, \ wid You nor 
* ACHUANIY happened, \ had 
yaken he O D DON 
and NaN dawned on me 
40 check \ had Me N Ohe. 
To cur a long Story Short, | 


ended UP qoinq back home 
and Franrically searchin 
yhe house For MY passport, 
which was Found 5 hours 
laser in a “Safe Place”. 


Fast Forward 40 phis Summer: 
despe having checked my 
OS DOC at least (OO times, 
M ay Dublin airpory Off +0 
New Yoru For +he summer, 
SH checking he bloody 
passport We A OOO 
possessed We arrive in New 
Yoru and +0 DUY aParyment, 


which is JON +0 be home 
For 3 mons, Elkan St on 
and Ave 40 be Precise, Which 
is 5 KNOWN by 
Me locals as H Barrio based 
on he demographic Wing 
here which happens 40 be 
Puerto Ricans and African 
Americans, Coming From he 
very whe Ireland N WAS a 
Shock +0 the system bein 

WM the MWM O as oppose 

+O being in the majority, Our 
Go f, Which Was a 
One-bed With no windows 
(ow slight exaggerarion: 3 
C OUD, All LOOLINA OUt at 
a brick wail, Reality sunny 
and ant Filed as You can 
Magne. Whenever people 
asved me where | was livin 

eq were shocked +o Fin 

OO thay | Was NH that 
neighborhood dave 40 Ws 
e n This experience 
WAS A ruly authentic Slice 
of America and indeed a new 
MN N nfe as we were 
At Me boom OF he Food 
chain, Harlem became home, 
ALLHOUAW it Wasn’s OD 
es. One Pigmen 
experience of being mugge 

on my way home ay 5 30am 
ief} me slightly concerned 
walang home at Night Or 
fe am From the subway, 
Luckily For me, no nife was 
Pulled and noning worse 
happened, Nore 40 the wise: 
ALWAYS a AOOd idea +0 make 
Friends wih e people 
G OO ON the Steer 
near where You Wwe, as shat 
Way YOU can bet hay you 
cross your threshold safely, 
"ireland" is What e members 
OF e qang that WUNA OUt 
ON my corner affecronarely 
mew me as in the hood, 
Always MO a SMOLE 
and a swig of whiskey - Horx 
c srereoxype phere, \ 
Promise? 


Over he course of he 
summer \ experienced Female- 
ony spaces in hree ver 

afferent Forms, Personally, 

am an advocare oF women- 
only spaces, The first Was at 
Me leqendary New york Dyke 
Mareh at which | marshalled, 


MI wet her eFC summef 


d& Ind MIAS PY kt 


FY\ peeps ws nor illegal in 
yhe city of New York For 
women +O be opless, | was 
deliqnzed +0 discover phis 
and For wis reason \ was 
able 40 walik From 4and 
Seen 40 Washingron Square 
Par popless, Which ended 
with Women JUMPING WO the 
Fountain at the Park, Tick For 
Herring +0 be semi- naked in 
Public, Next on the agenda, | 
Found myself ar a women’s 
shearre collective called WOW 
in New York, which was ope 

born XO women and rans 
people, Ax the heare hey 
welcomed Female diversity 
anda encouraged au women 
40 apend Productions and 
+O qey involved With Ae 
day running OF he space. 
The theatre offers a creaywve 
Place For women +0 explore 
born themselves and heir 
bodies IN a space hay is Free 
OF sanctions Ordinarily Placed 
on women, The rule OF humb 
with phe company is a 
NOLNINA 1S 400 PrOvOcative Or 
DULVAAZOUS in the discovery 
of Female arry, The second 
Was the highly controversial 
and Politically conresred 
Michigan 
Womyn's 
Festiwal, a 
weer long 
Send 
hidden in yhe 
de of 
Me Michigan 
FO Ce SNS 
The Fesrival 
Was ce 
aa A Nec 
response 
+0 women 
needing +0 
ereare a safe 
space Free 
From Me 
confines of 
OM HAHN 
OPEression,. 


The Festivals 
“VALENLION” 
SALES AH 
ony women- 
born Women 
are able 
+0 G 


t 


bur IM realey members of 
the rans? comMUNKY and 
Oe in Varying stages of 
ON Were Visible, This 
Was an AMAA experience, 
as never before had | arpended 
such a large Female- oni 

evens, Honesty ar Me 

Fels overwhelmed by the 
levels of ESAren EMANAN 
From 3,500 women, Nox For 
Ne Faint hearted Oc nasal 
passage? That is a lor OF 
bOObS, | can assure YOu, as 
the majority OF he women 
here (Me — included) 
spent the week W Various 
stages oF nudity, and it WAS 
Ne eycepxion For women 
40 be dressed, Somerimes, 
O + Felt thar we were 
being iwndocrrinareda miro phe 
cult OF lesbianism, As You 
CAN imagine + WAS a Lind of 
surreal experience in and of 
Ae, he More Obvious one 
being yhe lack of men, \ have 
never seen c an eclectic 
mix OF women before, There 
were OF course the burch, 
Femme and androgynous 
* He, but there were WOMEN 
with beards, Never in my life 
nad \ had seen a bearded lady 
UNL hen ly Was MULL racial 
and multi Aenerarional — in 
Fact every ype OF woman 
imaginable Was Present, There 
Were WOMEN AAVINJ tractors 
around he land and women 
G He carts thay Were 
Me main mode OF ranspory 
in and around she Festival 
awe, The showers were all 
communal and none of 
them had a shower curtain, 
SO here Was NO choice in 
Waning a Privare Shower YOU 


coulan’+ shave 
your legs iF You 
wanted in privare, 
Each woman àn 
arrendance Was 
required +0 dO +WO 
4+ NOOY WOK ShiF4s 
Over the course OF 
yhe week, | spent 


4+ hours àn he 
Wehen CUNY 
anda Washin 
O an 
Sc (OOKLA 
OO De with 


ON LNIVES AS well 
ae + HO ay the 
“Conrree Score“ 
With WOMEN teling 
me how much He 
loved my accent. 
Best Place 40 be 
F You waned +0 
ate someone VP. 
Or hose wih 
a penchant For 
we and MM e sexual 
performance, YOU shovuldn’+ 
miss the  Tuiliqht tone 
Where hings q0 bUMP in the 
MJ, YOurselF included, We 
happened +O Sumbe UPON 
a Wwe Fisting performance 
wih hree couples qoing 
ar N iW Front OF a large 
audience, fe all, voYeuriam 
is Participayion, ight! Ay 
VADUS Stages +hrOUAhou+ 
the week ONE WAS ee 


with he cacophony of 
multiplie orgasms coming 
From all direcpons when 


passing tents and indeed in 
shady areas, 

WWU yhe Space that 
was creared was safe and 
eyrremely Free there Was at 
ames a Feeling of control 
and suppression, YOU Were 
oniy allowed +0 play Female 
Vocals, the lack OF Privacy 
when SOD Ny, chem 
Free ayeas - no SMOLIN, 
deodorant, druqs he list 
qoes On. Anosher e was 
the Fact thay yhe Oc 
excluded Me boys From 
yhe aqe of 5 UP +0 10. There 
was an area called Broxrher 
Sun Boys Camp devored 
40 where women and heir 
SONS COVUIA camp, at NO pime 
Where hese boys allowed On 
yhe Land, Yes 4 is a MUSIC 
fespval firs} and Foremos+ 
and Mere were also a ge 


Plerhora OF Wworkshoes 
ranging From yent revival 
SMS 40 archery 40 belly 
dancing, dildo workshops, and 
radical Feminism discussions 
OF he cOMmMUNILY +OWArds 
their rans WMCIUSION policy 
thar has spared huqe 
COnNtroversy within both 
COMMUNES, . 
WO Pictures will appear O 
M week Spent ON Me land 
Ave 40 he explicit request 
oF What happens on +he land 
says ON he land, Leaving 
yhe ULOPIan ideal ha} Was 
Menmqan anda raveling 
through phe Bible Bely where 
racism, SEXISM and prejudices 
are SAMI as nfe as ever and 
Mang OUr WAY +O liberal 
and open minded Cf 
could be called a journey From 
one end OF he sPectrUM +0 
Ne Other and back around 
again, To make M even more 
MtSrESHINA OO FAVES Were 
done wih a 00 Year old 
oO From Memphis who 
Fely the call oF he open road 
and who donayed her car +0 
Me cause of A Irish women 
MAINA their Way across 
America with very liye 
money and embarked ON an 
epic adventure, © wees ON 
the road and © 000 miles and 
dollars layer M SHANA in phe 
airPors in Vegas Franrically 
checking MY passport. 


by Eve 

Sometimes all I want to do is curl up someplace quiet and read. Sometimes, I only want to read words 
written by queer women. There is comfort and recognition in those words. There are paths and scraps 
of maps and survival techniques. I found my way to these women thought different routes: borrowed 
books, dog-eared zines, friends recommendations and chance findings trawling the internet. You wont 
always find their books in regular bookshops. They are lesbian, queer, black, of colour, femme, disabled, 
trans+, working class, poor, butch, feminist women. 


Audre Lorde. I can't say how much I love Audre Lorde. She is a sage, a warrior and a poet. Lorde was 
born in New York in 1934. Her parents were immigrants from the Carribean, and her experience of 
growing up ina racist, sexist, homophobic time and place shaped her writing, and provided her with 
a sharp analysis of the intersections of sex, race and gender. Refusing easy answers or allegiances, Lorde 
explored the tensions between her identities as black, woman, lesbian, mother and poet. Her writing is 
raw and honest and beautiful, it is both poetic and polemical. Her wonderful “automythobiography’, 
Zami: A New Spelling of my Name, is one of my very favourite books. Highly recommended also 
is Sister Outsider, a collection of her essays and speeches including The master’s tools will never 
dismantle the master's house’, ‘the uses of anger: women responding to racism’ and Age. race, class and 
sex: women redefining difference’. Her poetry can be found in The Collected Poems of Audre Lorde. I'd 
also recommend her biography. 


Dorothy Allison is a working class, lesbian femme writer from South Carolina, USA. She is an eloquent, 
unflinching storyteller. She writes novels, essays and short stories, and much of her work is rooted 
in her poor southern upbringing. Bastard Out of Carolina is a semi-autobiographical novel following 
the story of a young queer girl growing up in rural Carolina. Gavedweller is an unpuldownable novel 
focused on the fate of Delia Byrd, a former rock star who returns to her small town southern home 
to reclaim her two abandoned daughters. Allison's short stories and essays can be found in Trash: Short 
Stories and Skin: Taking about Sex, Class and Literature. She has also published a volume of poetry 
called The Women Who Hate Me. http://www .dorothyallisonnet/ 


Leah Lakshmi Piepzna-Samarasinha is a queer, disabled, 
Sri Lankan, poet, writer, teacher and cultural worker 
based in North America. Her work deals with community, 
survival, race, queerness, dis/abilily, abuse, resistance and 
love. Leah’s work is immediate, wise, passionate and fierce. 
Her perspectives on dis/ability and activist communities 
are particularly important. She has several published 
volumes of poetry, including Consensual Genocide and 
Love Cake. She is the author of the powerful FEMME 
SHARK MANIFESTO and co-edited The Revolution 
Starts At Home: Confronting Intimate Violence in 
Activist. Communities. As well as writing she also does 
spoken word performance. Her website has lots of info 
and hosts her sporadically updated blog: http://www. 


brownstargirLorg/ 


Leslie Feinberg came of age as a young butch lesbian in the 
factories and gay bars of Buffalo, N.Y. in the 1960s. Since 
that time, Feinberg has been a grass roots activist and a 
journalist, writing on and articulating a transgender 
politics. As well as LGBT struggles she has been involved 
in the trade union, socialist and anti-war movements. 
Feinberg’s first novel Stone Butch Blues is the powerful 
and moving story of Jess, a young working class butch dyke 
through the ‘50s and the tumult of the ‘60s. Feinberg’s two 


* 


non-fiction books are Transliberabion Beyond Pink or Blue and Transgender 
Warriors: Making History from Joan of Arc to Denis Rodman, which was the 
first analysis of the historical roots of transgender oppression. 

http://www transgender warriororg 

Alison Bechdel’s graphic novels are awesome. Check out The Essential Dykes 
to Watch Out For and her two graphic memoirs Fun Home and Are 
You My Mother? http://dykestowalchoutfor.com/ 

Julia Serano is a super smart bi, trans-woman, poet. Her 
book Whipping Girl, Transsexual Woman on Sexism and the 
Scapegoating of Femininity is very insightful. She has a great 
blog with lots of articles and links. 

http://www. juliaserano.com/ 

Jeanette Winterson: a lesbian novelist from the north of England She was adopted as 

a child and raised in a working class Pentecostal family. Her most famous book is Oranges 

Are Not the Only Fruit,but my favourites are her recent memoir, Why Be Happy When You Gould 
Be Normal (thanks Clare) and Written On the Body. 

http://www. jeanettewinterson.com/ 

I heart Bevin Brandlandingham! Her mission is “to make the world a safe place for people to love 
themselves, regardless of their differences”. Her very amazing blog http://queerfatfemme.com/ 
explores her pursuit of joy and has insightful and entertaining reading on queerness, femme-ness, self 
love, body acceptance, excellent relationship/ dating advice, fal politics, fashion, partying and more. Go 
there now! 

QZAP queer zine archive project: “The mission of the Queer Zine Archive Project (QZAP) is to establish 
a living history” archive of past and present queer zines and to encourage current and emerging zine 
publishers to continue to create. In curating such a unique aspect of culture, we value a collectivist 
approach that respects the diversity of experiences that fall under the heading queer. 
http://www.qzaporg/ 

Kate Borenstein. queer, trans, American writer and performer. Kate has written widely on gender 
and trans issues. Her books include ender Outlaw: On Men, Women, and the Rest of Us, y Gender 
Workbook: How to Become a Real Man, a Real Woman, the Real You, or Something Else Entirely, 
Hello, Cruel World: 101 Alternatives to Suicide for Teens, Freaks, and Other Outlaws and A Queer and 
Pleasant Danger: A Memoir http://katebornsteintypepad.com/Kale_bornsteins_blog/. Also her partner 
Barbara Carralles is an author, sex educator, university lecturer, workshop facilitator, sex/life coach, 
motivational speaker and theater artist ab http://barbaracarrellas.com/. I want to read Spit and Passion 
by queer Latina punk Cristy C Road; Rubyfruil Jungle by Rita Mae Brown is amazing. 


images: Cover of graphic novel by Elish Lim (left), Stencil graffiti of Audre Lourd (upper righ. 
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#Where Are You From? 


words and artwork by Yemi 
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| used to be fine with this question at first - people just want to know where | was born, they want to place my 
accent, they want to place my skin tone, they want to know where I'm really from. I'll say; m from Nigeria, my 
mum s from this part and my dad's from that place. | used to live in this country but | lived in that country for years 
too. 


These questions grow tiresome after hearing them all since | was 12 (Im 23 now). It gets ridiculous. Stupid. 
Confusing. Frustrating. Upsetting. 


| knew who | was when | was younger: a young Christian Nigerian girl. | was anonymous. | was one of the others. 
When we moved to Ireland | became hugely aware of my race, something | never experienced before because | 
looked like everyone else, whether | was in an African country or in the UK. That started my new and continuous 


stupid identity of being ‘the only black girl’ at every social event, school and friendships/ relationships | had. When | got 
into race politics, things got more complicated. 


The only way | can describe this confusion in my head is probably like when Eve ate the fruit of knowledge and 
immediately understood that her heaven was really just earth this whole time, minus the oppression. Her knowledge 
of herself and the world freed her but it also caused her upset. It was good to be ignorant while it lasted. 


The knowledge | gain (the internet was the biggest tool to my learning about race things, among other stuff. 
Seriously, the internet has almost saved my life in so many ways, it’s so powerful) of my race and nationality and 
living in Ireland, the more relieved, upset and confused | got; | mean, yeah I'm proud to be black sometimes but | 
know almost nothing about being Nigerian. How can | call myself Nigerian if | don't even know my own languages? | 
haven't even seen Naija since | was 10. | had an English accent, | fancy women more and am critical of Christianity. 
Those aren't Nigerian traits. All | had was my family in this world, in whatever country we stayed at, | experienced 
abuse in the family and couldn't escape for years. | also had no friends, except my sister. | couldn't afford to isolate 
myself even more by saying | might be gay and atheist at 17. There was no time for that yet. 


There was this African fashion show my family went to. When | started dancing, my mum later said she was 
ashamed of me because | cant even dance like a ‘proper African woman nor dress like one. You aren't like a proper 
African woman. Why can't you be more like your mates? 


| went home crying that night because | felt really ashamed of not behaving like a real Nigerian girl. d hear the 
message from my mum or other Nigerians that homosexuality is bad, not dressing the ‘right way or not attending 
church and doing not-Naija things were bad. 


| didn’t feel Nigerian but still felt proud to be from there | suppose. Sometimes, I'd exaggerate my Naija accent to 
feel authentic, and that’s embarrassing. Which culture did | belong in? | had only white Irish friends. | hate being that 
‘one black girl’ in every event. | didn’t know how to ‘act’ Nigerian, and it was hard to merge two cultures into one 
when | was so sure of myself before coming to Ireland. | find it humiliating that | don’t know how to be mates with 
fellow Nigerian girls my age. | feel uncomfortable when they talk about boys and | haven't a clue what to say. | avoid 
African events and churches because | don’t want to be seen as that European girl who doesn’t know much about 
Nigerian (how can you not know your own language?? But you say you're from Lagos?? Can you not even cook 
egusi soup??). | don’t think I'm a real Nigerian sometimes. 


All the while I'm struggling with where | fit in. Complete strangers feel the need to ask where I'm from every day, 
every month, year after year. Sometimes, | just want to shout ‘| don’t know where I’m from!’, hide and cry. 


That question hurts. Because now | have to figure out a way to explain myself to you in a way that suits you and |. 
You won't be satisfied if | say Dublin; | won't be satisfied if | say Nigeria. Everything in this world is put into binaries, 
and if | can't fit the definition of being Black- Nigerian, it fucks my head up; I'm either with Irish culture or Naija culture. 
| can't fit either or be both. 


It feels uncomfortable. In order to be a real Irish person, | have to be white and Catholic. If | want to be a real Nigerian 
person, | have to bé straight, religious and speak my language. | can't tick the boxes of either culture, so | get asked 
so many questions from both sides. 


| don't know where I'm from so | don’t answer that question ‘properly’ anymore. It feels good actually. It’s even fun to 
watch people's faces when | reply, ‘I’m from Dublin’ and they look utterly confused. When they ask where I’m really 
from, | say, Oh yeah, I’m really from Finglas’ and smile at them. Heheheh. 


One of the comforting things about this whole constant coming out of who | am to complete strangers and the upset 
that comes with it is | have friends who go through similar awkwardness. 


There's a friend who gets asked all the time if she misses the weather back home, completely dismissing the fact that 
Ireland has been her home for years and years. | used to be friends with someone who, due to child abuse back in 
her original Irish county she got very angry whenever people asked her where she was from: ‘You're Irish, but where 
in Ireland are you from? You're not a Dublin-head, your accent gives it away’. 


That question always triggered her. She grew to dislike anyone who asked her where she was from. She didn’t want 
to be reminded. | have other mates who try to avoid this question because they don't feel they're a part of whatever 
county they grew up in, versus the county they currently live in, or they tell people where they re from but because 
they don't fit a certain ‘image’ of that place. They are dismissed, sometimes by the people they share the same 
culture with, and that's frustrating: "You can't be, seriously where are you really from?’ 


It does make me realise how a place of origin or a culture impacts a persons sense of identity so much. Some people 
grow up giving a straightforward answer to that question, even with pride. 


‘I am Nigerian’, m proud to be Igbo’ ‘I am Italian’, ‘I'm Irish, from Donegal’. 


Some people get confused, crumble, shy away from the question forever, get angry, make an excuse and cry 
somewhere or get very sarcastic or mute. The response is different for each person. | try to care not to ask that 
question to people anymore, unless they bring it up themselves. Asking someone what their identity is - who they 
are — can be a trigger. 


My sense of who | am is stil all fucked up in me head but I’m getting better. | plan to travel in the future. In the 
meantime, who am |? 


I'm someone who was born in Nigeria and currently live in Ireland. It’s been my home for a long while. 
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Katie recommends art as therapy; writing, drawing, painting, making music & doing absolutely 
anything creative. Art is one of the most rewarding and fun ways I’ve found to deal with Abi recommends Ludovico Einaudi’s - Nuvole Bianche. Listen to that and your brain will 
my emotions, problems and thoughts. Sometimes it helps you express something painful in a melt in pleasure. 

positive way. Sometimes it’s just really fun. Forget, “I can’t, Pm not good at that, I don’t know 
how.” Just do it. Ask people to teach you how they do it, get a group together to play music or 
collaborate with friends on a piece. Creativity is one of life’s greatest pleasures and healers. 


Avoiding personality labels which you then take to heart and live by. For example, being a 
self-proclaimed shy introvert can mean not trying to get to know new people, thinking it’s 
just who you are. Instead Im spending this year pushing past all that, talking in big groups, 
signing up for things that mean I have to step out of my shell etc. etc. 


For those hard decisions with only fear holding you back, just close your eyes AND DO IT. 
Mind you this has come back to bite me in the arse many times, a few texts I’d like to take 


KT recommends: back, ha. But I can only smile (or cringe) and think at least I did it. 
Taking yourself out of your comfort zone 


Fireside naked dancing 


Blue tincture bottles especially if provided by strangers Sheila: Murphy’s Witches Brew, known to cure all things congested and snotty--- take a 

Solo ‘Travel regular hot whiskey--- get a glass throw in some whiskey. My expert opinion is the more 

Bungee Jumps whiskey the better, take a slice of lemon or two with say sixish cloves piercing the lemon 

Riding in the back of pickup trucks rind. Throw them in the glass too with some honey. Pour some hot water in on top, not 

Roof riding in India boiling though otherwise you'll evaporate the whiskey. Here is where the fun begins get a 

Buying novelty shaped dildos especially of the ice cream variety!! | Disprin and lash it in along with a Berocca or some other fizzy vitamin C tablet. Poof! Let 
Dancing in the rain i the hissing and bubbling begin. No illness can actually survive this brew. FACT. 


Marianne recommends asking your friends/family when you need help. It’s easy to feel over- 
whelmed by things in life; workloads, responsibilities, plans or whatever it is you need to get done. 
You can get bogged down and feel like things will never get done, which makes it even harder to 
do anything. 


Yemzi recommends having a pink dildo in the shape of a popsicle. 


- Therapy; it’s good to bitch to a professional stranger for only a fiver an hour (the F2 center 
opposite the Coombe Women’s Hospital has a therapy service where people can pay €5 for 

Making lists and crossing things off as you do them is a great booster but don’t be afraid to ask a session). 

for help. It can come as a surprise when you do ask, how many amazing people are willing to 

lend a hand. Big things and small things all add up, whether its making you dinner, painting your 

walls, helping you move house or just hanging out when you need a chat. If you don’t ask for help 


Sinead recommends learning an instrument! I started fiddle and whistle this year and its 
people don’t know you need it so I recommend putting your fears to one side and asking! 


beginning to pay off. There is nothing more satisfying than accomplishing something you 
didn’t think you’d be capable of. 


Leah recommends Women’s Museum of Ireland: founded in 2012 to promote the 
recognition of Irish women both at home and abroad and to write them back in to the 
history books. 


i Leticia recommends the story of the 13 roses of Spain: The 5th August of 1939 in Madrid a group 
http://www.womensmuseumofireland.ie/ 


of thirteen young women, seven of whom were under age (in Francoist Spain the age of majority ` 
was 21), who were executed by Franco dictatorship just after the conclusion of the Spanish Civil 
War. Their only crime was to be members of the Communist and Socialist Youth. 

Angela recommends quitting. Sometimes it’s ok to decide you aren’t going to accomplish 


During their detention in the Ventas prison they were repeatedly tortured and humiliated, and 
a certain goal you’d set out for yourself. It doesn’t mean you're a failure! When you decide 


conditions in the prison were considered inhumane and overcrowded. They were executed against 


to stop working towards one thing that just isn’t working out, it leaves room to do the thing 
that you think will be better for you in the long run. 


Similarly, gratitude with what you have, where you are, and who you're with j is also highly 
recommended. So many people are trying to do more, make more, accomplish more, break 

through that ceiling, be the best, break personal records, and excel at everything they do. 

t sometimes it’s nice to say aw fuck it, I think FII sleep in while the rest of the birds get 
arl Sometimes ine biggest worm is a giant pain in the ass. 


the wall of the East Cemetery in Madrid. Julia Conessa, one of the executed wrote a letter saying 
“Let there be no erasing my name from history”. 

The thirteen victims’ names were: Carmen Barrero Aguado (24 years), Martina Barroso Garcia 
(22 years), Blanca Brissac Vazquez (29 years), Pilar Bueno Ibáñez (27 years), Julia Conesa Conesa 


(19 years), Adelina Garcia Casillas (19 years), Elena Gil Olaya (20 years), Virtudes Gonzalez Garcia 


(18 years), Ana Lopez Gallego (21 years), Joaquina Lopez Laffite (23 years), Dionisia Manzaner 
Salas (20 years), Victoria Muñoz Garcia (19 years), and Luisa Rodriguez de la Fue 


